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19a B A NEW NOVELIST 


By Anpr& Mavrots 


[Translation from the French of an article which 
appeared in the JouRNAL DE GENEVE on the pub- 
lication of Julian Green’s second novel.} 


Ir is not easy to recognize in his first novels the 
advent of a great writer. Later, when he has pub- 
lished his mature work, it is a favorite trick for critics 
to discover the essential traits of his genius in the 
productions of his youth. But it is a trick which 
resembles that of the historians who enumerate with 
such ease the causes of the French Revolution or 
those of the fall of Rome. Prediction is made safely 
only after the event. When Proust produced 
Les Puaisirns ET Les Jours, a collection with a 
strange cover in the nowveau art taste, illustrated 
by Madeline Lemaire and with a preface by Anatole 
France, who realized that the greatest novelist of 
that time had just been born—to be just, who could 
have realized it? 

Here, however, is a very young man in whom, since 
the publication of his second book, several fine minds 


© see a novelist arisen, undoubtedly the best of his 
6 generation. Such a judgment warrants our exam- 
/— ining the work and the man with curiosity and 
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sympathy. The man is twenty-seven years old, with 
clean-cut features and the energetic though at the 
same time shy air of certain young English officers. 
His name is Julian Green; he is an American, having 
been born in France of American parents. He was 
educated in a French college; and after the conclusion 
of his studies spent two years in an American univer- 
sity. Upon his return he published a short brochure, 
PaMPHLET CoNTRE LES CATHOLIQUES DE FRANCE; 
a novelette, Lx Voracreur Sur La TERRE; and two 
novels, AvaricE House? and Tur Ciosep GARDEN.” 
He seems to have acquired a precocious wisdom; he 
avoids the salons which, since his success, would 
willingly annex him, and seeks refuge, for the pur- 
pose of writing, in Auvergne, where he passes months 
in solitude. This method, this will power, inspires 
confidence. He explained to me that every day has 
its self-imposed task, sixty lines of a new novel, 
and he does not permit himself liberty until that is 
accomplished. One gets the gratifying feeling, in 
talking with him, that this calm and steadfast youth 
will not fear to deal with big subjects. One senses the 
admirable confidence of the accomplished pedestrian 
who, with an even step, knows how to traverse an 
entire country. 

Let us now look at Tur Ciosrep Garpen. It is a 
novel of provincial French life which opens with 150 
pages of astonishing reality. The subject-matter 


*Recently published in France under the title Mont-Cinére. 
Ar Recently published in France under the title Adrienne 
esurat. 
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is drab: an hysterical girl, in love with a man to 
whom she has never spoken, and who will end in 
madness after having killed her father. The treat- 
ment of the whole first part is remarkable. One can 
imagine nothing more vivid than the depiction of this 
sad house, of the monotonous and tragic life of its 
three inmates: Mesurat, the father, Germaine and 
Adrienne, the daughters. Above all I have been 
struck by a power to evoke details which at times 
recalls Tolstoy. Green records with admirable 
acuteness, sounds, images, and odors. While reading 
him, many sensations of my younger days in the 
country revived: the strong odor of cyclamens which 
was wafted over a neighboring wall; the heat re- 
flected by this wall which scorched the cheek of the 
passer-by; the gutter whose waters seemed to be 
plaited by the stones; the sounds of footsteps on the 
pebbles of the garden—sounds so well differentiated 
by small-town ears that by their very intensity 
Adrienne could tell the exact location of the person 
walking; the grinding noise of the hired vehicle 
which stopped in front of the door. It has been said 
that Green got the inspiration for his whole novel 
from a painting by Utrillo of one of those banal and 
dull houses which by their very bareness achieve a 
mysterious beauty. Green denies this legend, but it 
is none the less likely; his talent has the smooth, 
monotonous, and often perfect purity of Utrillo’s. 

The nature of his work raises several problems. 
He writes long novels. His latest book is two or 
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three times as long as the novelettes which during 
the past ten years we have called novels. A certain 
number of critics have chosen to find therein the in- 
fluence of an Anglo-Saxon heredity and have traced 
numerous affinities between Green and the English 
novelists. I wonder if they would have given proof 
of so much perspicacity if the name Green had not 
permitted a safe diagnosis. For my part, I pee very 
well wherein Green resembles the Brontés, but I see 
also wherein he resembles Balzac; and as to the 
length of his works, the novels of Stendhal and 
Mapame Bovary are longer than THE CtLosEep 
GarpEN. Furthermore, a novel should be long. It 
requires a certain time for the reader to get that 
feeling of the real existence of a new world which is 
so essential to successful illusion in a novel. 

Green has been praised for being an objective 
writer at a time when all the novelists are subjective, 
and here also critics have chosen to see a racial trait. 
I cannot see that objectivity is an Anglo-Saxon vir- 
tue. Flaubert is an objective novelist. Since the 
advent of Freudism, all the young English novelists, 
like those of other countries, have overworked the 
subjective analysis of their unconscious. Green, 
brought up in France and on French culture, is much 
closer to the young Frenchmen of his age than to the 
Americans. When one questions him or speaks to 
him of these matters he answers: “Objective? Sub- 
jective? I have never understood these categories.” 
This refusal to be classified augurs well. The truth, 
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it seems to me, is that everyone must express himself 
according to his own nature, and that the less we 
try to impose on all the writers of an epoch the same 
manner of feeling and of expression, the less we exact 
a many-faceted style of the writer who has naturally 
a simple style, the less we regret that pear trees do 
not produce apples, the better it will be for art and 
for artists. The important thing is that we have 
great novelists ; the talent displayed by young Green 
permits us to hope for one more. 
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Chapter One 


RAWN up to her full height and with her hands 
behind her back, Adrienne stood looking at 
“the graveyard.” 

This was the name given in the Mesurat family 
to a group of a dozen portraits hanging above a 
sideboard in the dining-room, so close together that 
they almost covered one side of the wall. There were 
seven Mesurats; there were three Serres and two 
Lecuyers, the latter families connected with them 
by marriage. With the exception of one paint- 
ing about which we shall have something to say later, 
they were photographs such as were common twenty- 
five years ago, frank and a little crude, in which the 
face has been taken against a white back-cloth with- 
out the use of any indulgent screen to soften its 
defects, and where truth is suffered to speak its own 
harsh language. 

It was easy to tell the Mesurats from the Serres 
and the Lecuyers at a glance. With their low fore- 
heads, their strongly marked features, and an inde- 
finable air of decision in their faces, it was a common 
saying that the former family “looked like leaders.” 
Men and women alike, they gazed at you straight 
between the eyes with the almost aggressive authority 
a good conscience confers. “What about you?” they 
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seemed to be saying. “Do you know what it means 
to have a tranquil heart, whose beats are never flut- 
tered, which knows neither fear nor anxiety, which 
takes its joys soberly and its suffering with com- 
posure, and all because it has nothing whatever to 
reproach itself with?” 

There were old faces and young faces. This girl, 
taken with a veil over her head, had died before 
thirty, a religious in some active order. She had the 
same flat cheeks, the same strongly molded jaw as 
the white-haired man in a frock coat. The old woman 
beside her, with an avaricious mouth and steady eyes 
that seemed to be adding up an account, was quite 
evidently her mother. 

In contrast to the Mesurats, whom no one could 
possibly confuse with any other family, the Serres 
and Lecuyers were much alike and might well have 
sprung from the same stock. You guessed that they 
had been born, grown to maturity, and disappeared 
like so many plants, content with life and no less 
resigned to death. Their aggregate appearance 
conveyed nothing, unless perhaps that vacant, wan- 
dering and good-natured expression that one catches 
at times in the eyes of a crowd. It was a common 
saying that only their money explained their alliance 
with the Mesurats, and the same people who described 
these latter as leaders were wont to hint that they 
had swooped upon the Lecuyers and Serres as a 
hawk swoops upon its prey. 

Strong and weak alike, Mesurats, Serres or Le- 
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cuyers, all paled into insignificance before old An- 
toinette Mesurat. Her portrait in oils, painted by 
an artist of the literal school, dominated this rugged 
stock, and absorbed attention from the first. Pos- 
sibly fifty years old at the time her picture was 
painted, she was one of those women for whom age 
does not exist, and whose face—as though nature, 
satisfied with its work, had decided against any modi- 
fication—rapidly acquires the characteristics it will 
carry to the grave. The grizzling hair, drawn 
tightly back, revealed a short, round skull where 
there was little room for ideas and still less for 
change once the preconceived ideas had acquired 
their place. Studying the massive forehead, un- 
scarred by a single wrinkle, one would inevitably 
conjure up in imagination the simile of a wall. In 
the black eyes there was nothing of the rather vacant 
look of the Serres and Lecuyers, which appeared to 
be fixed on some object in space. These were the 
watchful, well-opened eyes of a self-possessed woman 
who looks facts in the face and measures obstacles 
to her will without the flicker of an eyelid. Her deep 
bust and powerful shoulders were covered with a 
silk bodice, whose sheen the skill of the artist had 
sought to reproduce. But no futile grace of brush- 
work could soften in the slightest degree the energy 
and stubbornness that inhered in every line of the 
powerful and martial physique. 

Adrienne remained a few moments motionless be- 
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fore these portraits. As her eye wandered from one 
to another her head fell a little to one side. She 
sighed. 

“Is that you, Adrienne?” said a woman’s voice 
from an adjoining room. “What are you doing?” 

With a mechanical gesture, Adrienne began to 
pass a duster over the marble top of the sideboard. 

“Nothing,” she replied. ‘The glass of these photo- 
graphs is so dirty you can hardly see them.” 

“You should wash them with a little alcohol and 
then rub them with a dry cloth,” answered the voice 
after a moment’s pause. 

There was a brief silence. 

“They’ll be just as ugly afterward,” said Adri- 
enne, aloud, but as though speaking to herself. 

Taking a seat upon one of the velvet-covered 
chairs ranged against the wall, she began to stare 
at two rectangles of sunlight that lay upon the car- 
pet beneath the windows. 

From sheer boredom she bowed her head as though 
tired out. But her back and shoulders remained 
upright. Her hair was covered with a big handker- 
chief, and a blue apron was tied over her skirt. At 
first glance you might have taken her for a servant. 
But the haughty expression of her face would quickly 
have corrected any such mistake. She was a true 
Mesurat. Despite her extreme youth (she was no 
more than eighteen years old), her face already be- 
trayed the passion for authority whose full expansion 
could be studied in the portrait of Antoinette Mesu- 
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rat, her grandmother. Between the two women, in- 
deed, there was a resemblance so marked as to be 
almost ludicrous. But the eyes of the younger 
woman were intact with youth. Her full mouth and 
pursed lips were eloquent of a health that was to be 
sought vainly in the pale face of her elder. Her 
cheeks were still rounded and retained a childish 
bloom which lent an air of innocence to a face where 
decision was the dominant trait. It was only after 
looking at her for some time that you realized she 
was beautiful. 

She got up and, after shaking her duster out the 
window, leaned against the bar and looked from end 
to end of the street. The great heat was keeping 
everyone indoors, but at rare intervals some way- 
farer passed, hugging the meagre shadow at the foot 
of the walls. The girl’s eyes rested for a moment 
upon a few stunted lime trees in the garden opposite 
and passed almost immediately to a house known as 
the Villa Louise, a house which formed the angle 
of the street and whose shutters were closed. It was 
a pretentious little affair, built of flint divided into 
compartments by thin courses of brick, with a little 
turret at one corner and a roof of patterned tiles. 
Another house, entirely white and covered with a 
slate roof, stood away from it on the other side of the 
street. Adrienne by turning her head a little was 
able to see that its shutters, too, were fastened.. A 
step sounded on the pavement. Instinctively the girl 
snatched off the kerchief that covered her hair. 
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Lowering her head, she recognized a neighbor, who 
was walking with her eyes fixed on the ground and a 
net-bag over one arm. She drew quickly back, as 
though she dreaded being seen, and remained motion- 
less, braced against the window-frame, until the foot- 
steps died away. 

The voice called again. Adrienne threw the hand- 
kerchief over her hair and knotted the two ends 
behind her neck. ‘Then she went into the parlor. 

With a slow deliberate glance she assured herself 
that everything here was in good order. The arm- 
chairs and chairs, ranged circle-wise in the middle of 
the carpet, gave a somewhat ceremonious air to this 
part of the house. The walls were hung in a reddish 
paper, decorated with a design of something that 
looked like violet-colored thistles. ‘There were a few 
inferior pictures—blackened landscapes and por- 
traits carefully protected by glass. The dark wood 
furniture was of the Regency style, modified by the 
taste for comfort which prevailed at the period of the 
Second Empire. Backs were ample, legs solid, the 
plush of the upholstery had a rich pile. Everything 
invited to repose and inspired confidence. 

A long couch had been drawn as near the window 
as possible, in such a manner that nothing of the 
figure stretched on it could be seen except the 
drawn-up knees and one thin little hand that lay 
upon them. It was the woman who had just spoken 
to Adrienne. 

“You ought to change the water for the flowers,” 
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she said, turning at the sound of Adrienne’s foot- 
steps. 

“J will, later on. Isn’t Désirée somewhere 
around?” 

“She’s gone to market.” 

Adrienne walked over to the mantelpiece and 
frowned as she studied a pair of bronze candlesticks 
that stood upon it. 

“Tell me,” she asked, presently, “do you know 
when the new people are coming who have rented the 
Villa Louise?” 

“The new tenants of the Villa Louise? June or 
the beginning of July, I suppose. They didn’t think 
of writing to tell me. In any case, it is high time 
they clipped their trees and painted their shutters.” 

There was a brief pause and the voice began again. 

“Anyway, this year it isn’t ‘the tenants,’ it’s “the 
tenant. A Madame Legras, all by herself, they 
say.” 

Adrienne turned her head toward the window. 

“I know. We've heard plenty about that from 
papa.” 

She took up a glass vase full of geraniums and 
walked toward the door. 

“Where are you going?” asked the voice. 

“To change the water for these flowers.” 

The door opened and closed. A deep silence de- 
scended upon the parlor, the silence that seems as 
much a part of hot summer days as the light itself. 
On the hardwood floor, waxed and polished to excess, 
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and between two crimson rugs, a ray of sunshine lay 
like a wide strip of burnished metal. By the window 
a few flies were circling lazily in the close air. There 
was the distant gurgle of water rising in a vase. 
The door opened afresh. 

“Do you remember what time they came last 
year?” asked Adrienne as she came into the room. 

“Who? Are you still talking about the people 
opposite?” 

“Yes, of course.” 

The answer came only after another pause. 

“*. . . End of May.” 

Adrienne wiped the vase on her apron. She set 
it down in the center of a small round table and 
drew near the couch. 

“How do you feel to-day?” she asked, still gazing 
out the window. 

“All right,” answered the voice with a slight in- 
flexion of surprise. “The same as usual.” 

“Oh!” said Adrienne. 

An expression that was thoughtful and awkward 
at the same time came over her face. She put her 
hands on her hips and threw her head back, her 
eyes still fixed on the Legras villa. 

“‘You’d have more sun across the street,” she said, 
suddenly. 

“We have it here all the morning.” 

“Over the way you’d have it in the morning, and 
afternoon, too”—she stopped a moment and then 
went on to explain herself, a little impatiently —be- 
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cause the house faces west and south. At this very 
moment if Madame Legras was there she’d have the 
rue du Président Carnot full of sun.” 

She spoke in a sad voice, mingled with a sense of 
indignation that she seemed hard put to it to con- 
trol. Although no one was watching her, she 
motioned with her hand toward the street she was 
speaking of. There was silence for a few moments, 

“You’re quite right,” said the voice. ‘“Well—she 
isn’t there to enjoy it. . . . Will you help me get up, 
Adrienne? If you would just pull the sofa toward 
you 39 

Without a word, Adrienne put her hand on the 
back of the lounge and pulled it away from the wall— 
quite easily, for she was strong. The woman who had 
been lying under the window got to her feet and took 
a few steps, steadying herself on one piece of furni- 
ture after another. Her age was a doubtful matter. 
Sickness had made her old before her time; even so, 
you would have hesitated to give her forty years. 
Her tall body was stooped like that of an old woman. 
It seemed barely able to support her weight, and she 
kept her right hand extended as she walked, in a 
fashion that suggested blindness. Constant fear of 
stumbling had accentuated her naturally timid ex- 
pression. Her eyebrows, perpetually drawn together 
by suffering and anxiety, had ended by carving two 
deep parallel lines on her forehead. She had a 
prominent nose, whose heaviness was out of keeping 
with the indecision of the rest of her features, and her 
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hollow cheeks were etched with an infinity of minute 
wrinkles. 

As Adrienne stepped aside to let her pass, she fell 
back into an armchair with her mouth half open, 
breathing quickly as she let her eyes wander around 
the room. ‘The younger woman, her arms still 
akimbo, looked at her silently, with hard eyes that 
nothing seemed to soften. 

“What is it?” she asked at last, abruptly. “Are 
you tired, Germaine?” 

The sick woman raised her head. 

“No,” she said. “What’s the matter? Do I look 
ill Pe” 

Her eyes opened wider as a sudden fear welled up 
in them. 

“Why don’t you answer? Do I look badly?” 

Adrienne shrugged her shoulders. 

“Did I say you looked badly?” she retorted. 

“TI slept five hours last night,” Germaine insisted 
with the effusiveness of those who are making out a 
good case for themselves. “I feel quite well; just 
the same as yesterday and the day before.” 

Adrienne did not appear to be listening. Once 
again she was looking out the window. 
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Chapter Two 


HE house in which the Mesurats lived was called 
Villa des Charmes, possibly on account of two 

elm trees which grew in the narrow garden between it 
and the roadway. M. Mesurat had bought it at the 
time he retired from active business and made up his 
mind to live in the country. It pleased him just as 
much as though it had been built to his design. But 
among his neighbors it was a common comment that 
it usurped precious space where a really fine house 
might have been built, and that it was unworthy of 
such an important street as the rue Thiers. To tell 
the truth, it was a rather poor effort. Possibly be- 
cause its architect had been required to fit the largest 
possible number of rooms into the space assigned him, 
or for some other reason, it had one unpardonable 
defect. Its front windows (there were two on each 
side of the door, four on the first story and four on 
the story above) were so close together that their 
frames practically touched, leaving hardly anything 
of the facade visible. In view of the material that 
had been used for it, this was, perhaps, just as well. 
The builder had chosen a coarse stone, streaked with 
minute fissures, whose color inevitably recalls a 
certain popular brand of nougat. Hundreds of simi- 
lar houses are to be met with in the outer suburbs of 
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Paris, with the same balustraded flight of front steps, 
the identical shell-shaped penthouse above their 
doors. The reproduction of one invariable model 
would lead us to suppose that there must be some- 
thing in the design approaching the ideal of a cer- 
tain class in French society. 

M. Mesurat was not blind to the imperfections of 
his villa. He judged it, indeed, with the extra sever- 
ity that we sometimes keep for those we love and 
whom it is less humiliating to scold than to blush for. 
Whenever he spoke about it to his neighbors, it was 
in the tone with which reference is made to some poor 
but honest relative. But he would have liked it to be 
as generally admired as he admired it himself. Some- 
times, late in the afternoon, when he had finished the 
perusal of his pet newspaper and had nothing to 
occupy his mind till dinner, a vague regret came over 
him that he had no friends whom he could invite in- 
side, if only that they might realize the many advan- 
tages of his beloved villa, the size of its rooms, the 
splendid view their windows afforded upon the gar- 
dens of the Villa Louise. . . . Who was to guess from 
its exterior alone how perfectly his villa was planned 
and built? Who would dare to say, after a visit to 
the interior, that a Mesurat had made a bad bargain? 

But this man, so jovial and tyrannical at home, 
was as timid as a child, once he had shut the gate 
of the Villa des Charmes behind him. Up to now the 
station-master at La Tour |’Evéque was the only 
person with whom he had any sort of acquaintance. 
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The friendship had grown up as the result of a thou- 
sand petty incidents, not the least of which was the 
purchase of his newspaper, morning and evening, at 
the station bookstall. There had been company at 
the Villa des Charmes in the past. But for some time, 
and for reasons which the reader will learn presently, 
their visits had completely ceased. 

The complacency so noticeable in Antoine Mesurat 
as concerned his property appeared ridiculous to his 
daughters, who found plenty of room for improve- 
ment in Villa des Charmes. Nevertheless, and by vir- 
tue of a dispensation that is common after a certain 
age has been reached, the one most in question per- 
ceived nothing to wound his feelings or to make him 
change his conduct in the slightest. 

He was a short, thickset man, with a big chest 
that he was fond of thumping with his fist as though 
to display its solidity. He had the tranquil and stub- 
born face of men who do not suffer life to disturb 
them, and who cling to their peace of mind as a miser 
clings to his treasure. No emotion of any sort was 
to be read in his eyes, striking in their vacant re- 
gard, and of so lively a blue that they seemed to 
diffuse a sort of light over the forehead, temples and 
sanguine cheeks. A fair beard, grizzling at its edges, 
hid his chin and fell below the knot of his tie. When- 
ever anyone looked at him, he had a grotesque fashion 
of wrinkling his fleshy nose and blinking his eyes. 
But this habit was no index of the ironic mood. He 
had a ready smile, indeed, and spoke volubly. 
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He was a happy man. His life was of the simplest. 
But it was made up of certain habits which he had 
acquired one by one, as some amateur of the curious 
gathers flowers or stones in the course of a long walk, 
and he cherished each and every one with all his 
heart. His daily stroll across the town, the arrival 
of the evening paper, the announcement of dinner— 
all were so many felicitous moments for this man, who 
seemed destined to live forever, so much joy and 
energy did he put into the mere act of keeping his 
place among the living. 

He had been a writing-master at a large school in 
Paris, and in the year 1908, at which time this story 
opens, had reached the age of sixty. ‘He had been a 
widower for fifteen years. His wife, whose maiden 
name was Lecuyer, had been a commonplace enough 
woman. He spoke little of her and regretted her not 
at all. He had had the good fortune to gain a con- 
siderable sum in a lottery, which allowed him to re- 
tire a few years earlier than would otherwise have 
been possible, and to live at his ease, a simple matter 
for him because his tastes were very modest. Perfect 
regularity reigned inside Villa des Charmes. There 
were three bedrooms, and three occupants for them— 
himself, Germaine and Adrienne, his two daughters. 
“What more could one ask?” he was fond of saying, 
letting his mouth fall open and stroking his beard 
with the back of his thumb. 

That evening Germaine failed to appear at table. 
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M. Mesurat frowned. Departures from rule did not 
please him. 

“Tsn’t she coming to dinner?” he asked as he took 
his seat. 

Adrienne was on her feet. She was occupied in 
pulling down an enormous hanging lamp with a 
ground-glass globe, until it reached the tips of the 
flowers which decorated the center of the table. The 
rise and fall of this heavy affair was operated by a 
counter-weight and a series of chains. 

“Is Germaine not coming to dinner?” asked M. 
Mesurat afresh. 

Adrienne mumbled a response which was lost in the 
noise of the chains. She sat down and unfolded her 
napkin. 

“Well?” said the old man, impatiently. “Did you 


hear me speak?” 


The young woman looked him straight in the 
eyes. 

“T answered you,” she said, shortly. “Germaine 
is not feeling very well.” 

“Then she is not having any dinner?” 

“No.”? 

He shook his head and crumbled a piece of bread 
into his soup without further questions. Adrienne 
ate in silence. . 

When his soup plate was empty, he wiped his 
mouth and smoothed his beard. 

“JT took my walk this afternoon,” he said, reaching 
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his hand for the wine decanter. “There’s quite a lot 
of building going on behind the presbytery.” 

“Ts there?” 

“Yes, the big house. You know the one I mean.” 

Adrienne assented silently. 

“They are at the third story. The flag will be up 
before July.” 

He filled his glass and strummed on the tablecloth, 
stretching out his fingers like a pianist. 

“Do you know when the people opposite are to 
arrive?” asked Adrienne after a moment’s silence. 

He stopped his devil’s tattoo and looked at his 
daughter. 

“No. Why do you want to know?” 

“No particular reason.” 

M. Mesurat inclined his head to one side and 
half-closed his eyes. 

“Last year He 

“Ah!? exclaimed Adrienne in spite of herself. 

it seems to me the people who had it came in 
June. Are you anxious to know Madame Legras?” 

“IT? No indeed. We’re much quieter without her.” 

She pushed back her plate and crossed her arms on 
the table. 

“Have you finished?” asked her father. 

“Yes.” 

He rang the bell and resumed his strumming with 
a satisfied air. During the rest of the meal he enter- 
tained his daughter with the changes he had noted 
since he first came to La Tour l’Evéque. But she 
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was not listening to him. From time to time she 
patted her hair as though to assure herself it was 
tidy, and although she sometimes looked at her father, 
it was quite evident that she was following a train 
of thought foreign to the long dissertations of M. 
Mesurat. The milky light from the lamp fell full 
upon her and gave to her face a pallor that accentu- 
ated its impassive character. A chance shadow em- 
phasized the straight line of her brows and the rather 
heavy contour of the lower lip, very much as a por- 
traitist stresses certain features whose significance 
he wishes to throw into relief, 

As soon as dinner was over, she left her father 
settled for his evening in the parlor and went out, 
her head covered with a scarf. The air was mild. 
She followed the rue Thiers, left the Villa Louise be- 
hind, and stopped at the corner of the rue du Prési- 
dent Carnot, which ran straight to the main highway. 
For a moment she hesitated, listening attentively to 
a murmur of voices which seemed to come from a 
neighboring garden. But it was dark and she had 
no fear of being seen. She stood with her back 
against the wall, and raised her eyes. A few yards 
away, at the corner of the road, a small square build- 
ing was visible. Its roof was lost in the darkness, but 
its whitewashed walls stood out, as though faintly 
luminous. T'wo black oblongs, one above the other, 
indicated the place of shuttered windows. 

Minute after minute passed. The sound of foot- 
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steps fell upon her ears. Some one was coming 
down the street from the direction of the state high- 
way. She left her place reluctantly and, turning 
the angle of the Villa Legras, followed the rue Thiers 
as far as another street, which crossed it at right 
angles. Here she waited, unable to make up her 
mind to goin. From the crest of a wall just over her 
head bunches of wistaria exhaled the heavy odor of 
flowers which have wilted in the heat of too warm a 
day. She looked at the two lighted windows in her 
own house. ‘The lower one belonged to the parlor, 
the other, two stories higher, to her sister’s bedroom. 
Still listening carefully to the footsteps which were 
slowly approaching down the rue du Président Car- 
not, she tried to pass the time away by imagining the 
two indoors. First, Antoine Mesurat, in his arm- 
chair, his legs stretched out before him, the collar of 
his waistcoat up under his ears, dozing, with a news- 
paper in his hand; then Germaine, sitting up in bed 
with a pile of pillows behind her head, her face 
flushed with the fever which gripped her every night, 
her eyes upon a book which she was holding before 
her, but her thoughts far away. 

The feet came nearer ; they crossed the rue Thiers 
and continued down the rue du Président Carnot. 
Adrienne thrilled with pleasure. In her haste to re- 
turn along the way which she had just traversed, she 
began to run on the tips of her toes. She stopped, 
| breathless, at the gate of the Villa Louise, and 
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gripped one of its bars. Something that was almost 
happiness dawned upon her face. Her eyes shone 
with emotion and she seemed to be counting the quick 
breaths that came from between her open lips. As 
soon as the footsteps died away she resumed her 
walk and arrived at the spot she had just left. 

Once more she leaned her back against the wall of 
Villa Louise. This time she could distinguish the 
entire silhouette of the square building, even to the 
stone quoins at its angles, which stood out darkly 
against the whitewashed walls. From time to time 
a ray of moonlight broke through the clouds with 
which the sky was covered and fell upon the slate 
roof. The young woman strained her eyes to catch 
this fugitive gleam. All at once the moon rose free 
of the cloud rack. An entire side of the street leaped 
into vision, suffused with the spectral light of the dead 
planet. It was all so unexpected that Adrienne could 
not refrain from a start of surprise. She advanced 
to the middle of the road. The slate roof glistened 
now like a sheet of water struck by a ray of light. 
Between the high chimneys the black top of a tree 
swayed to and fro. From the recesses of some 
garden far away two dogs began to bark in chorus. 

She listened, looked again, seemed to be waiting 
for something. But the street darkened anew. She 
drew the cool air deep into her lungs, threw a last 
glance at the house, which seemed to be foundering 
in the gloom, lowered her head, and returned home. 


2 THE CLOSED GARDEN 


As she entered the parlor to seek a book, the noise 
of her footsteps awoke her father, who was sound 
asleep in his armchair. He stretched his arms toward 
the ceiling and yawned. 

“FZave you been out?” he asked. 

“No,” she answered, looking at him steadily. 
“You’ve been asleep.” 

“So I have. What time is it?” 

“J don’t know.” 

She took up a book that was lying on a desk, and 
left the room. 

It was not her custom to delay going to bed. But 
to-night she waited an appreciable time in the corri- 
dor outside her own door, hearkening to the noises 
of the house. Downstairs, old Mesurat was seeing 
to the bolts upon door and windows. The rafters 
trembled as his heavy tread passed from room to 
room. He coughed. She caught the two strong 
puffs with which he extinguished the lamps in dining- 
room and parlor. He began to hum a march from 
some popular opera. Presently he would be coming 
upstairs. She entered her bedroom, closed its door 
stealthily, and stood awhile, still listening, in the 
dark. Mesurat had begun to climb the staircase. 
His hand fell heavily upon the wooden hand rail; the 
banisters creaked with a noise that Adrienne knew 
well. Passing his daughter’s door, he rapped upon 
the panel with his fist, and cried, “Good night.” 

Adrienne started, but did not reply. Expected as 
it was, the mere sound of her father’s voice was so — 
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disagreeable to her mood that it reached her like a 
blow. She uttered an “Ah!” that was part exclama- 
tion, part sigh, and lit her lamp. The feet climbed 
on. ‘They stopped at the upper landing, where M. 
Mesurat had his own bedroom. 


A ie Mo THOMA FSO MA dae HP MA TR MAIR MTR MAIR 


Chapter Three 


ow, the house was absolutely still. Not a sound 
N came from the street. It was a moment espe- 
cially distasteful to Adrienne. She would have liked 
to hear a door close, to catch the murmur of a voice. 
She hoped that her father had forgotten his news- 
paper or pipe and would go downstairs again to fetch 
it. She even found herself regretting, as something 
suddenly grown desirable, the dismal sound of her 
sister’s cough, which she hated to hear during the 
day. But she was well aware that Germaine put her 
head under the bedclothes at night to smother the 
sound. 

She undressed slowly, herself taking pains, so 
tyrannical a thing is complete silence, to make no 
noise. When she got into bed she left the lamp 
lighted beside its head. She knew she would not fall 
asleep for hours, and she was unwilling to lie awake 
in the dark. The air was heavy and the lighted lamp 
increased the heat. She lowered its wick. For a few 
moments she tried to become interested in the yellow- 
covered novel which she had brought up with her. 
But in face of the hundreds of pages to come, bore- 
dom overtook her. She slipped the volume beneath 
her pillow, put one bare arm under her head, and 
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waited, motionless, in an attitude that had become 
habitual with her. 

The silence around her seemed to be full of a vague 
and continuous buzz, like that of some tiny insect; 
but she knew the sound was in her own ears. Her 
eyes wandered from side to side of the room, striving 
to discover some new aspect in its familiar furnish- 
ings which might have escaped her till now. She 
detested her room, especially at night, during the 
empty hours that passed before sleep came to her. 
The flowered wall-paper which her father himself 
had chosen, and of which he was so proud; the ward- 
robe, bought in one of the big stores and given her 
as a present on her sixteenth birthday; the iron bed- 
stead on which she lay—how many memories they all 
represented, how many insupportable years, how 
many unrestful nights similar to this! 

She never looked back upon her childhood without 
a feeling of lassitude, so arid did these epochs of her 
existence seem to her. When had she ever been 
happy? Where had been those moments of felicity 
of which childhood is assumed to be made up? When 
had she had any holidays? Brought up by a father 
who lived only for his comfort, and by a sister who 
thought of nothing save her malady, she had very 
early become callous. Before the puckered eye- 
brows of Germaine she had learned to laugh rarely 
and to speak little. She had grown up in a positive 
apprehension of displeasing old Mesurat, who had 
patience with neither sulks nor tears. In such a 
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school the will matures early. Everything in her that 
was morose and disdainful—the Mesurat side of her 
character, in a word—had developed at the expense 
of the Lecuyer. A precocious severity tightened her 
lips, lowered the straight line of the brows, and gave 
her face the expression of concentration and firmness 
which was the characteristic of her family upon the 
paternal side. 

By the time she reached sixteen years of age she 
seemed to have already acquired the moral and physi- 
cal physiognomy that she would bear to the end of 
her life. Without friends, and without any apparent 
desire to make them, she followed the classes at Ste.- 
Cécile, whither her sister sent her, answered her 
schoolmistress when questioned upon her lessons, and 
came back home to wander in the garden alone or to 
shut herself up in her room. Nothing seemed to in- 
fluence her. She feared nothing, desired nothing. 
Boredom and a sort of sullen resignation could alone 
be read upon her face. 

Two years had glided by in a profound monotony. 
Existence at the Villa des Charmes followed the 
rhythm that Germaine and M. Mesurat imposed upon 
it. Life became a series of habits—of fixed gestures 
accomplished at fixed moments. Change of any sort 
would have worn the air of anarchy. Distractions 
were out of the question, and Adrienne, little by little, 
as though obeying some unwritten rule, had come to 
dispose of her time in as precise a mode and as rigor- 
ous a fashion as though she had been the inmate of a 
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convent. Like any nun, she knew the necessity of 
accomplishing each task at a given moment. But, 
by a singular contradiction in her nature, the neces- 
sity displeased her. She had come to resemble a re- 
ligious whose faith has been lost, yet who keeps a sort 
of irritable attachment for her rule, because it is the 
rule which she once chose for herself. 

Adrienne had reached her eighteenth year without 
any event, good or bad, modifying the current of her 
life. Her father had often made her come down 
when some caller was being entertained. He would 
keep her with him a few moments, regarding her com- 
placently, for he was proud of her and thought her 
pretty. As soon as he judged that the visitor had 
been sufficiently edified as to the good appearance of 
his daughter, he would dismiss her as though she were 
a child. It is a fact frequently observed that the 
world and humanity cease to change or develop in the 
eyes of old people. At a certain point in their lives 
everything becomes static. Adrienne was fifteen 
years old the year M. Mesurat reached fifty-seven 
and was never to appear a year older in the imagina- 
tion of her father. 

It may be thought surprising that no question of 
Adrienne’s marriage had ever arisen. But, in addi- 
tion to the fact that M. Mesurat desired nothing so 
little as to hear it raised, and that Germaine gave 
the matter no thought, the girl herself seemed in- 
different. Wasn’t life going on well enough? What 
need to complicate matters? 
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Suitors had presented themselves, for the Mesurats 
were not without property. But the young men bore 
the small-town stamp too evidently upon them. Sons 
of petty lawyers or tradesmen, they had all alike 
appeared impossible, and their proposals as strange 
as though made by so many idiots. Adrienne failed 
to conceive what life would be like in the company of 
any one of them. The very notion made her laugh. 
Mesurat, too, and in no uncertain fashion, repelled 
the idea of letting go a daughter to whose company 
he had grown accustomed. He joined in the merri- 
ment as though some enormity, too palpable to be 
taken seriously, had been proposed. Germaine kept 
silence. It was from this date that visits from out- 
side became rare events. Confronted by the almost 
hostile attitude of Mesurat, they gradually ceased 
completely. 

Nevertheless, under the facade of this uniform ex- 
istence, Adrienne concealed a restlessness that no one 
would have suspected. Her life had made her cun- 
ning, and the face which she presented to the eyes of 
father and sister was one upon which neither one nor 
the other, even if they had taken the trouble to seek 
it, would have read the least emotion. At night in 
her room, or by day during her walks abroad, she 
entertained a host of thoughts which she would not 
have avowed to a living creature and of which she 
herself felt a little ashamed. It is only at the cost of 
infinite precautions that the proud timidity of those 
who have grown used to retiring into themselves and 
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repelling the outer world can ever be penetrated. 
Adrienne herself would have had difficulty in finding 
words to express her sentiments. It is even likely 
that the word “sentiment” would have struck her as 
bizarre. All that memory could offer her was a 
series of images with which neither joy nor sorrow 
was associated, but whose force was so great that they 
prevented her from thinking of anything else. 

She saw herself, especially, a fortnight earlier. 
It was on a road near the suburbs of La Tour 
?Evéque. She was wearing a white muslin dress and 
her arms were full of field flowers. It was a hot, still 
day. Somewhere up in the sky a lark was uttering a 
strident note that seemed the very voice of the 
heat and glare. Shadows had dwindled to a black 
thread at the foot of each tree and post. Adrienne 
could feel little warm pearls of sweat trickle slowly 
down her temples and arms. Suddenly she perceived 
a carriage coming toward her from the direction of 
the town. It was one of those hired hacks which 
seem never to have been anything but shabby, with 
squeaky springs and dusty cushions. The driver 
wore an alpaca jacket and had put his handkerchief 
under his straw hat. Without her knowing why, the 
spectacle of the advancing carriage seemed full of 
interest to the girl. She stepped aside into the long 
grass at the edge of the road to see it pass. As it 
came nearer she recognized the man who was sitting 
in the carriage. It was a Dr. Maurecourt, who had 
been established in practice at La Tour l’Evéque for 
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some months. M. Mesurat had never dreamed of 
inviting him to his house, although they were neigh- 
bors and the older man felt a very lively curiosity 
where the doctor was concerned. But Mesurat’s 
timidity prevented him from making any sort of an 
advance. Moreover, he had heard that the doctor 
never accepted invitations, declining them on the 
plea that he was very busy. Busy? With what? 
The town was small; his practice could not be very 
extensive. All the same, it was quite true that the 
doctor made none but professional visits. No one 
ever saw him strolling in the public park or chatting 
at the garden gates during a walk, as was the habit 
of his fellow townsmen. On the contrary, he walked 
quickly, his eyes on the ground. 

The carriage passed close to Adrienne. Possibly 
the doctor became conscious of the searching glance 
that the girl sent in his direction. He raised his eyes 
from the book he was reading and turned his head 
toward the spot on which she stood. He was a small, 
slight man, of middle age, but with a pallor that 
added to his years. In his sallow face Adrienne noted 
a pair of somber eyes which rested upon her with a 
certain curiosity. He seemed to hesitate, then 
touched his hat with a shy and almost furtive gesture. 
Tt was only a second before the carriage rolled by. 

The incident left a lively impression upon Adri- 
enne’s mind. It was a little like one of those dreams 
which stick in the memory by reason of their extraor- 
dinary character. Indeed, the impression that the 


THE CLOSED GARDEN 31 


whole walk that day left upon her mind was of a 
waking dream. When she had stepped aside from 
the road and stood in the grass, it was with a firm 
persuasion that the moment was an important one for 
her and that she would often think of it subsequently. 
But is not this often the case with those to whom 
life at the moment offers nothing and who place a 
foolish and superstitious hope in the immediate fu- 
ture? How many times before had she not had the 
same certitude? How many prisoners have thrilled 
each morning with joyous anticipation at the jangle 
of their jailers’ keys? 

Through a habit which Adrienne immediately con- 
tracted, the road beside which she had stood to see 
Maurecourt pass became her regular and favorite 
walk. Moreover, as on the first occasion, she never 
failed to fill her arms with a bouquet of daisies and 
meadow-sweet, reckoning, no doubt, with the obscure 
reasoning of a mind at its wits’ end from monotony, 
that like circumstances produce like effects. And, 
though the doctor never reappeared on the road, she 
armed herself with all the obstinacy inherited from 
her father and covered the same ground every day 
for months. 

This Maurecourt, so little in evidence and whom 
none could flatter themselves they knew, lived not far 
from the Villa des Charmes. Some time elapsed be- 
fore Adrienne learned this fact. As a rule she lent 
only a distracted ear to the chit-chat which her father 
retailed each evening. But from the day on which 
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she saw the doctor she became more curious. With- 
out asking any questions, she listened. It was by this 
means she learned (M. Mesurat being one of those 
for whom a piece of news keeps its freshness after 
weeks of comment) that Dr. Maurecourt had leased 
the square house opposite the Villa Louise. At first 
she was reluctant to believe it, as one is reluctant to 
believe in the reality of any event that is personally 
disastrous or advantageous, and she watched her 
father keenly before admitting to herself that he 
spoke the truth. The old man was cutting his meat 
into small pieces with the concentration of people 
whose ultimate passion is deglutition, and noticed 
nothing of the anxiety that his daughter was doing 
her best to conceal. 

“Papa,” said she, after a moment?’s pause, and in 
a toneless voice, “what a good thing that will be for 
Germaine!” 

Germaine had finished her own dinner and was 
stretched out in the parlor. M. Mesurat drew his 
eyebrows together. 

“What has it got to do with Germaine? She’s not 
sick, is she?” 

“No,” said Adrienne, resuming her customary 
caution. “But if she fell ill m4 

“Why, then, of course,” assented old Mesurat 
grudgingly. “It’s a handy thing for everybody 
to have a doctor near by.” 

“Yes, indeed,” said Adrienne. 

She hurried to her room as soon as possible, to 
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hide her shining eyes and the cheeks which she felt 
were glowing with excitement. She leaned out the 
window and perceived the top of the square house 
and the corner of a shutter. Had she known of this 
house before? How was it she had never noticed 
it? It seemed to her now that the little building, 
of which she could just make out an angle, must 
have risen from the ground, at the corner of the 
street, like a palace in the Arabian Nights. She 
feasted her eyes with the sight of it. She gazed at 
the plumed head of a young tree which trembled 
between its red brick chimneys, and at the regular 
design of the dark stone quoins. 

Suddenly an idea entered her head. She left her 
room, and stood for a moment upon the staircase, 
leaning against the banisters. Scraps of conversa- 
tion reached her from the parlor. She could distin- 
guish Germaine’s voice questioning her father. She 
mounted noiselessly to the landing above, entered 
her sister’s room, and walked to the open window. 
Again she leaned out eagerly. At her feet the street 
was now visible in its entire length; there was noth- 
ing here to impede her vision as on the floor below. 
Her eye could survey the whole of the Villa Louise 
garden from wall to wall. But it was not this which 
interested her. She looked for the white house. How 
well she saw it all from here—from the ridge of its 
slate roof to the little barred window of the cellar! 
The two windows were open. She could distinguish 
a red tablecloth and the corner of a piece of furni- 
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ture—a writing-desk, no doubt. She drew her head 
in, her heart beating wildly, and sat down upon the 
window seat. With a lingering glance, charged with 
sudden longing and sadness, her eyes devoured the 
room in which she found herself, but which belonged 
to another. 

Henceforth, her thoughts ran on nothing save Ger- 
maine’s bedroom. To say that she thought about it 
all day is an inadequate phrase. Temperate expres- 
sions are out of place when it is a question of certain 
souls whom loneliness has marked for its own, and 
who pass without transition from an empty existence 
to a species of interior frenzy which subverts their 
reason. ‘The desire to possess this room as her own 
dominated the young girl abruptly and exclusively. 
By an absurdity only possible with a heart that had 
grown to maturity amid boredom and was suddenly 
overcome by folly, her desire obsessed her to such 
a point that she often forgot what was her real mo- 
tive in coveting the room and passed whole days 
without thinking of Maurecourt at all. 

She went about her occupations now with a head 
full of confused and unrelated schemes. She never 
spoke of them. Her prudence increased as her mono- 
mania grew upon her. Nevertheless, a little observa- 
tion would have shown her father and sister that all 
her words now were directed to a single end. A com- 
plicated project had taken shape in her brain. 
Naturally, Germaine required the sunniest room in 
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the villa—that from which the white house was so 
easily and completely visible. On the other hand, 
the Villa Louise was more exposed to the sun than 
the Villa des Charmes, since it gave upon two streets. 
Why should not Germaine go to lodge with Madame 
Legras as soon as she arrived? Her room would then 
be free and Adrienne could move into it. The ab- 
surdity of this solution will be apparent when it is 
remembered that neither Adrienne, her father, nor 
her sister, had the slightest idea who this Madame 
Legras might be, beyond the bare fact that she was a 
married woman and was coming to live by herself. 
Would she entertain such a bizarre proposal even 
for amoment? Nevertheless, Adrienne persisted, in- 
sinuating that her sister would be much better off 
on the left side of the rue Thiers than on the right. 

In face of the natural resistance of Germaine, who 
was quite in the dark, the first scheme was quickly 
replaced by another in the young girl’s mind. Why 
should she herself not go to live with Madame Le- 
gras? If she could have a bedroom on the rue du 
Président Carnot, the view of the white house to be 
had from its windows would be incomparably better 
than that from Germaine’s room. But the prospect 
of living with a stranger, so natural when Germaine 
was concerned, took on a very different aspect when 
applied to herself. She was naturally timid, and 
the very notion of bargaining with a person whom 
she did not know made her pause. She perceived 
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how crazy was her delusion. And a sudden hatred 
rose in her against the lessee of this villa, which de- 
fied her covetous longings and from which she could 
not withdraw her eyes. All her resentment was 
transferred to the new tenant. She detested her 
with the unreasoning hatred of a child. She wanted 
something disagreeable to happen to avenge her— 
she hoped bad weather would spoil Madame Legras’s 
holidays. 

One morning when she was leaning out the window 
of the dining-room, she saw a man on the pavement 
opposite. Though it was a hot day, he was dressed 
in black from head to foot, wearing a badly-cut 
frock-coat and a silk hat. He was walking quickly. 
She followed the figure with an indifferent eye. She 
saw it cross the rue du Président Carnot and keep 
straight on along the garden wall of the white house. 
It stopped at a door, opened it, and disappeared. 
Adrienne pressed her hand on her mouth to stifle a 
cry. She had seen Maurecourt! 

A terrible week followed. As though fascinated 
by the glance which this man had thrown her way as 
she stood on the edge of the road, she felt that she 
must see him again at any cost. She said to herself 
that even if he passed once more before the house 
while she was at the window, it would be enough. 
After that her mind would be at rest. But when did 
he go out? Very early, surely—or very late. Per- 
haps during meal-times. How was it possible she 
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had not recognized him at once when he passed? She 
managed to be at the window now twenty times a day. 
But she did not see him again. 

She seized another chance to slip out of the Villa 
des Charmes after dinner and to prowl around the 
white house. She ran no risk of being seen. People 
at La Tour l’Evéque seldom go out after sunset. It 
would be hard to say what she was hoping for. She 
saw a light in a window of the first floor, and walked 
to and fro in the street until it went out. Without 
knowing why, she felt a keen satisfaction when the 
light was extinguished. She returned home quite 
worn out and yet somehow filled with new confidence. 

Next day found her looking forward to nightfall 
with a joyous impatience that she had much ado to 
hide from her sister and father. As soon as it was 
possible to slip out without attracting attention she 
was back at her street corner. In face of the little 
white house and its lighted window she felt truly 
happy. “He is there,” she thought to herself, “and 
I know it!” In some inexplicable fashion, this cer- 
tainty became as much a pledge for the future as a 
promise would have been, given her by Maurecourt 
himself. 

The new habit was by now thoroughly contracted ; 
it had taken the place of the old walk through the 
country, sustained by the hope of seeing a carriage 
appear on the road. From morn till eve the young 
girl thought of nothing except the moment when she 
would be able once more to stand with her back to the 
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garden wall of Villa Louise. She kept a close watch 
on the sky, fearful that clouds would come up and 
spoil the weather, thus depriving her of the one pre- 
cious hour, renewed from day to day, which had be- 
come her sole incentive for living. 
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Chapter Four 


WICE a week during the summer Adrienne went 

into the garden to cut flowers under the atten- 

tive eye of her father, who watched her from the top 
of the steps, while her sister, stretched out upon the 
sofa, peered through a window on the ground floor. 
She walked slowly down the brick-bordered paths, 
stopping every now and then to pull up little weeds 
which left a milky juice upon her fingers, and mov- 
ing the blades of her shears menacingly before any 
blossoms which had wilted in the sun. When her 
round of inspection was over, she cut five or six 
branches of red geraniums, the only flowers which 
would grow in that penurious soil, and reéntered the 
villa to put them in water. For the rest of the day, 
her duties were confined to going over the house, see- 
ing that the maid had used her mop and duster to 
good purpose, and generally assuring herself that 
everything was in perfect order. Formerly she had 
acquitted herself of these petty tasks willingly 
enough, thankful for them because they assuaged 
the boredom of the long hours between meals. But 
now they had become irksome. She would have pre- 
ferred complete idleness, in order to abandon herself 
entirely to her daydreams and to the pleasure of 
pursuing every trivial train of thought which 
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entered her head. Sometimes she sat down in a big 
armchair in the parlor, her head turned toward the 
window, her hands crossed upon her knees, and re- 
mained there an hour at a time, as though absorbed 
by something she could perceive in the sky. She 
revelled in this inaction, natural enough in the hot 
season, and sank into a condition very closely akin 
to torpor, where everything in her head was jumbled 
in a sort of pleasant confusion. 

This was far from being in accord with her natural 
character. By temperament she was an active 
woman. But that species of pastime which consists 
in no longer exercising control over thought, and 
permitting it to coil and uncoil at will around some 
prospect or memory, seemed to her a useful resource 
if only because it kept her from falling into melan- 
choly, and allowed her to wait for the end of the 
day without undue suffering. 

The slightest noise from the street always brought 
her to her senses and drew her nearer the window. 
Instinctively she turned her head to the left, in the 
direction of the little white house, whose shutters were 
closed at eight in the morning and not reopened until 
six in the evening, when the air was freshening a 
little. Adrienne knew this moment well. She 
watched for it with an anxiety which she would have 
been hard put to define as pleasure or pain. She no 
longer dared to walk in the rue du Président Carnot 
by day, fearful of being seen, or perhaps of seeing 
the being for a sight of whom she was faint with long- 
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ing. But at half past five every evening, restlessness 
began to overtake her. At a quarter to six she stole 
quietly upstairs to the bedroom on the third floor 
where Germaine never came before night, and made 
straight for the window. She sat down upon the 
window sill, gathered the curtain in one hand, and, 
supporting herself against the gutter with the other, 
leaned out to get a better view, her head and bust 
above the garden. 

She waited thus minute after minute, drawing back 
when the cramped position tired her or when she 
feared that Germaine, who was strolling round the 
lawn below, might raise her head and surprise 
her. In the silence of these late afternoons the faint- 
est noises reached her ears. She heard the creak of 
the basket chair in which her father sat upon the ter- 
race, opening and folding back the big, thick pages 
of his Temps—the grating of the pebbles under her 
sister’s measured tread. These familiar sounds were 
torture to her nerves. They recalled to her the monot- 
ony of her daily existence. They were like so many 
malicious voices, repeating to her that she would 
never escape from the charmed circle which Germaine 
and M. Mesurat were tracing around her. She 
would willingly have stuffed her fingers in her ears. 
But she was awaiting another sound, feebler because 
farther away, which would reach her in time from 
the end of the street. Sometimes, unable to look and 
listen a moment longer, she was seized with a sudden 
desire to scream aloud. It seemed to her then that 
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the sky was darkening and that the roof of the little 
house was standing out in white against a back- 
ground that had suddenly turned black. She asked 
herself whether she could last out and if she would not 
be forced to draw her head in and sit down just as 
the moment she so longed for was reached. 

But it was always at this crisis of her weakness that 
the clock in the dining-room downstairs struck six. 
A few seconds passed. She heard the noise of two 
shutters being pushed outward and striking the wall 
one after another. She saw a middle-aged woman, 
probably a servant, lean for a moment against the 
bar of a window on the second story and look from 
one side of the street to the other. Adrienne drew 
back a little, fearing to be seen. But as soon as the 
head had disappeared she resumed her position, with 
one hand pressed upon the gutter. This was the 
precious moment when she could distinguish the 
crimson tablecloth and the polished corner of a table 
covered with papers. The blood rushed to her cheeks 
and hummed in her ears. The whole weight of her 
body seemed to be pressing down upon one wrist. 
She had the singular fancy that she was about to be 
launched into space and borne toward the room which 
suddenly seemed so near her. At last, her hand quite 
numb, she would turn away from the window and let 
herself fall dizzily into an armchair. 

One day, just as she had closed the door and begun 
to descend the staircase, she found herself face to 
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face with her sister, who was coming up. Germaine 
looked at her inquisitively and suspiciously. 

“Whatever are you doing up here?” she asked. 

Adrienne blushed scarlet. 

“Nothing,” she answered. “Why are you coming 
up?” she went on, stupidly. 

“I?” repeated Germaine in the complacent voice 
of a person satisfied in advance with what he is going 
to say. “I am going to my room to rest awhile.” 

Two steps more brought her to Adrienne’s side. 
The young girl felt her sister’s breath upon her face 
and drew away. There was a moment of silence while 
the two women looked into each other’s eyes. Adri- 
enne shrugged her shoulders brusquely and, pushing 
past the older woman, ran downstairs. 

She entered her own room and slammed the door 
violently. A sudden rush of anger made her stamp 
the floor with her foot. She flung herself upon the 
bed and hid her blazing cheeks in her pillow. She 
was ashamed of herself! To be surprised by Ger- 
maine, by that sickly and malevolent old maid! She 
raised herself on one elbow and rained blow after 
blow upon the pillow, repeating, under her breath 
but furiously: “Idiot! Idiot!” 

For the first time she wondered what her father 
and sister would think of her if they could look into 
her heart. Then she shrugged her shoulders. 
“What does it matter?” she said, after a moment’s 
reflection. She felt herself immeasurably superior to 
both, as though in a flash she realized how futile and 
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ineffectual was their existence, and how much that 
was fresh and important had come into her own. 

That evening she dined alone with M. Mesurat. 
Germaine, as often happened, was not well enough to 
come downstairs. Adrienne was glad. She had no 
wish to see her so soon after having been put by 
her to the blush; moreover she was afraid that malice 
might prompt the elder sister to ask her what she had 
been doing that afternoon upstairs and in a room 
that was not her own. She could imagine the aston- 
ishment on her father’s face and the questions that 
would be multiplied. “Up there, at six o’clock? 
Why, at six o’clock you always read in your own 
bedroom! What’s got into you?” As though some 
ritual ordained that she should be in a certain place 
at a certain hour! The mere idea filled her with fury 
and impatience. 

No doubt the evil moment was only deferred until 
to-morrow. But between now and to-morrow, what a 
delicious hour was to supervene! Hardly had her 
father settled in his armchair than she was outside 
the house, athrill with pleasure. Setting her finger 
tips in the scarf that covered her shoulders, she ran 
lightly to the corner of the rue du Président Carnot. 

It was still light enough for her to see every detail 
of the little white house. Day by day it was taking 
on a clearer and clearer significance in her mind. At 
first she had looked at it with a sort of uneasy curi- 
osity. Now she hurried toward it as to a refuge. 
Was she going mad, she wondered? What pleas- 
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ure could she find in the mere contemplation of the 
ordinary little building? If the person who lived in- 
side it could come to her help! But “the person” 
did not even know her. And what was she thinking 
of? Come to her help? Help—against whom .. .? 

She put her hands to her head, positively dazed 
by the thoughts that uprose suddenly in her mind. 
She was vexed with herself for marring her pleasure 
with all these stupid reflections. Was it not enough 
to be here—at the corner of the street, alone, in front 
of the house, where she had longed to be from the 
moment she rose from bed? Why, then, did it not 
make her happy? What was the matter with her? 
Her eyes filled with tears. Suddenly she felt herself 
dominated—challenged—by something beyond her 
understanding. She ran across the street and 
pressed her lips on the garden wall of the little white 
house. 

As she did so, she came to her senses and looked 
sharply around her. The street was empty. She 
stifled a queer little laugh. ‘Suppose some one had 
seen me,” she said to herself. “Bah! They would 
not have understood.” She walked along the rue du 
Président Carnot, almost as quickly as though a 
pursuer were at her heels. Presently she found her- 
self upon the state highway, and stopped to recover 
her breath. The night was warm and still. Above 
her head the tops of the trees were swaying gently 
in some breeze that she could not feel. On the fur- 
ther side of the road, as far as the eye could reach, 
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the dark fields stretched away, under a somber sky 
that was spangled with little trembling points of 
light. She discovered that she was crying. Sur- 
rounded by the immense loneliness of night, her tears 
struck her as childish. She rubbed her eyes and took 
a few steps along the road. The stones crunched 
under her feet. She listened to the noise they made 
with the feverish attention of a child who is suffering 
and believes he has found a distraction. If she went 
on walking, she knew that she would finally arrive at 
Longpré, on the waterside, then at Coures. ... 
Thousands of people of every sort had followed this 
road. Why not she? Why should she not go where 
she pleased? She began to run a little, but her skirts 
hampered her and she had to stop, her heart 
pounding. 

She sat down upon a low stone wall and began to 
sing. It seemed to her that she had passed beyond 
herself and was shaking herself free of something, 
little by little. It was as though, suddenly, a thou- 
sand memories fell from her and left her a new being. 
She must have sat several minutes at the roadside, 
plunged in a reverie so deep that it resembled sleep, 
when a gust of wind sweeping along the ground made 
her shiver. She got up and began to walk along the 
road, first in one direction, then in another, her hands 
clasped behind her back, her eyes on the ground, 
humming an air under her breath. Then she re- 
membered it was a tune M. Mesurat was fond of 
whistling, and was silent. 
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She was walking now in the direction of rue du 
Président Carnot, her eyebrows drawn together, and 
quickening her pace a little. As she left the state 
highway she felt chill and put her hands upon her 
bare arms. The skin was quite cold. Then, as 
though the contact with her own flesh had given rise 
to an imperious idea, she stopped suddenly and, hold- 
ing her arms before her, looked at them steadily in 
the uncertain light that came from the sky. They 
were round and white; they had that undefinable 
odor of fruit that comes from healthy flesh; they 
curved from shoulder to wrist with the simple grace 
that a master draftsman can convey in a single im- 
perious line. She looked at them awhile, with a re- 
gard in which pleasure was mixed with sadness, and 
let them fall despairingly at her side. 

No one had ever told Adrienne she was beautiful, 
but she knew it. She could recall a night, only a 
week ago, when she was in her own room, the prey to 
one of those accesses of melancholy which often came 
upon her without any apparent reason. She was sit- 
ting before her dressing-table, her arms upon its 
marble top, looking at her reflection in the mirror by 
the light of a lamp. The black hair which fell in 
long tresses down her cheeks and covered her shoul- 
ders lent an air of majesty and sadness to her face. 
Nevertheless, her eyes were shining; the blood coursed 
swiftly under her skin. She looked at herself a long 
time, admiring the faultless features which the glass 
showed her, the straight self-willed eyebrows, the 
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blue eyes, the full lips closed so firmly. Their seri- 
ousness surprised her and she tried to smile. In- 
voluntarily she closed her eyes before the fictitious 
expression of joy that resulted, as though before 
something shameful. At the end of a moment’s space 
she opened them again, and this time recoiled before 
the afflicted face that met her vision. Submerged 
suddenly by a wave of mute despair, she had let her 
head fall upon the marble table-top. Her disordered 
tresses covered the brushes, flasks, and little boxes 
that littered it. 

The mere memory of this night sobered her now. 
What good did it do her to be beautiful? What 
happiness did her thick hair—her clear complexion 
—bring her? The conviction that she was ridiculous 
at the very moments she was suffering most sad- 
dened her. A sort of longing took hold of her to 
get back home, go to bed and sleep. 

In retracing her steps, she did not, this time, 
stop before the little white house. She could not 
help noting, however, that the light in the second 
story had been extinguished. Once more, despite 
her agitation, she felt that strange, unquiet satis- 
faction which was a nightly experience and which 
her life was spent in awaiting. 

A few minutes later she was back at the villa. 
She was surprised to find how long she had been 
absent. Her father had gone to bed and she was 
forced to find her way in the dark. She was tip- 
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toeing to her own room when a door on the third 
floor opened, with a creak of hinges that seemed to 
rend the silence. 

“Is that you, Adrienne?” said Germaine’s sharp 
voice. 

The young girl stopped on the threshold of her 
room, her heart fluttering with surprise and anger. 

“What do you want?” she asked in a_ thick 
voice. 

“You go out after dinner every night now,” pur- 
sued Germaine. “Do you know that you’ve been 
gone an hour and a half?” 

“That’s none of your business,” answered Adri- 
enne. 

She flung open her door and entered her bed- 
chamber, but not before she had heard Germaine 
cry, in a shrill and furious voice: 

oy és, at.is!”. 

This was quite enough to drive Adrienne beside 
herself with rage. She shut her door hard and 
turned the key twice loudly and openly in the lock. 
Then she put her ear to the crack. But silence had 
descended anew on the house. For a few minutes 
she waited in the dark, listening to her agitated 
breathing, until she heard her sister’s door close 
softly. The stealthy sound made her heart bound 
in her bosom. She had an impression that it was 
a symbol of things in Germaine’s character of 


which she had had no idea till now. She wondered 
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how long she had been spied upon by the sick 
woman. 

“Well,” she concluded in a tired voice, “so much 
the worse—so much the worse!” 

She took two or three steps toward the table 
where her lamp stood, but changed her mind 
quickly and proceeded to undress in the dark. She 
had no desire of repeating the experience of a few 
nights ago and of sitting in tears before her mir- 
ror. She preferred to get to bed and to sleep 
as quickly as possible. She tore off her clothing 
with feverish hands, let down her hair, and slipped 
in between the sheets. But her thoughts precluded 
all idea of sleep. She was hot. The blood was 
pulsing in the arteries of her neck. She tossed 
from side to side without finding a comfortable 
position. She flung off the heavy quilt, and then 
the blanket, whose weight tortured her. 

For an appreciable time she lay motionless, hoping 
that sleep would come to her if she did not stir. But 
each time she closed her eyes, bright spots dancing 
in their orbits compelled her to open them. Her 
arms and legs ached and forced her to turn over on 
her side again. Finally she got up and sat at the foot 
of the bed. All sorts of thoughts came into her head, 
as though in mockery: she remembered, for instance, 
how she had sung just now at the side of the road. 
She saw herself again, pressing her lips to the wall 
of the little white house, and could feel herself blush- 
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ing at the mere thought of the things of which she 
was capable. 

After a quarter of an hour had passed she lay 
down again, her arms stretched along her sides, her 
head heavy. As always happened at the moments 
she was most unhappy, memories of her childhood 
returned to her mind. She repeated in a low voice 
the names of several schoolmates whom she had 
quite forgotten. She began to think of the Cours 
Ste.-Cécile; especially of a mistress of literature 
who had harassed her incessantly, an old maid, in- 
variably dressed in a stiffly starched white blouse and 
a blue skirt whose darned patches glistened in the 
sunshine. The poor woman must have led a hard 
life indeed to make her so malevolent! Adrienne 
could see and hear her giving out the lessons, book 
in hand, watching for the mistakes of her pupils with 
a bitter smile. She heard the voice, pitifully shrill 
and triumphant, as it cried: “Three mistakes! You 
will learn twenty additional verses. . . .” 

Suddenly she seemed to be falling, and holding 
herself back. She wanted to move, but her hands 
were crossed behind her neck and she could not un- 
clasp her fingers. She had a brief sensation of strug- 
gling,—and dropped off to sleep. 

At the end of a few hours she awoke, as abruptly 
as she had fallen asleep. She looked around her, but 
the darkness was complete. She could not even dis- 
tinguish the dim whiteness of her pillow. A line 
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darted into her head that she had once learned, and 
its words came to her lips: 


“C’était pendant Vhorreur dune profonde nuit.” 


She had never before thought of what the words 
actually meant. But now that her memory recalled 
them after years of forgetfulness, they seemed to her 
stamped with a fresh and awful beauty that terri- 
fied her. There is, as a matter of fact, something 
calm and reassuring in the first hours of darkness. 
But as the night advances and the noises of the earth 
are stilled one by one, obscurity and silence take on 
a different character. A sort of supernatural im- 
mobility weighs upon creation. There is no word 
truer or more eloquent than “horror” to describe the 
hour or so which precedes dawn. 

Adrienne drew back the blanket over her legs and 
turned to the wall, which she could touch with her 
hands. She heard her own breathing, and for a 
moment took it for that of some one bending over her. 
But this superstitious terror evaporated as she woke 
completely. She had been having a nightmare. 
What had it been about? She could not remember. 
She wondered whether she had cried or said some- 
thing out loud and whether the sound of her own 
voice had been the thing that woke her up. The idea 
of having spoken out alone, in the middle of the 
night, frightened her. She feared silence, but she 
feared even more to break it. By exhaling and in- 
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_haling through the mouth alone she tried to muffle 
the sound of her breath. 

She was dozing once more when an idea traversed 
her brain. No doubt, the Legras woman would be 
coming soon. Perhaps she would be able to help 
her. Tohelp her? She fell asleep upon the thought. 
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Chapter Feve 


[ BREAKFAST next morning, no reference was 
made to the scene which Adrienne had had with 
her sister the night before. As soon as she had 
swallowed her black coffee, Germaine settled herself, 
on the couch before the parlor window, as usual. But 
no sooner had Mesurat left the house for his 
daily walk, than the old maid raised her head from 
the cushions and looked toward Adrienne, who was 
straightening the white cover on a chair. 

“Will you kindly tell me now,” said she, “what you 
were doing out-of-doors last night?” 

Adrienne looked round quickly. Her face turned 
scarlet under the white handkerchief that covered her 
hair. 

“Have you spoken of it to papa?” she asked. 

‘Would you like me to?” 

Adrienne turned her back and affected to be busy 
with a vase of flowers. 

“Well, Adrienne... ?” said Germaine, laying 
her arm along the back of the sofa. She had the de- 
cisive and restrained air of people who relish in ad- 
vance the quarrel they mean to provoke. 

“What do you want?” asked her sister. 

“T want an answer,” said Germaine. “For some 
time you have not been the same. You go out at 
night. What do you do? I insist on knowing.” 
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Adrienne turned round and took a few steps to- 
ward the couch. 

“Why so?” she asked. “You’re not my mother.” 

She felt her patience leaving her and regretted in 
advance the words she was about to say. Then, as 
her anger swept over her, she abandoned herself to 
the sheer pleasure of giving vent to it—and of 
wounding. 

“Is it because you’re seventeen years older than 
Je”? 

The blood leaped to Germaine’s pale cheeks. For 
a moment her face wore an expression of surprise, 
as though she were weighing the full insolence of the 
implication contained in her sister’s words. Then it 
hardened. 

“T am here in your mother’s place,” she replied, in 
a voice tremulous with hatred. “Luckily there is 
some one to watch over you, and it is I. You are 
in duty bound to answer me. I want to know what 
you were doing last night.” 

Adrienne shook her head vigorously. 

“You hear what I say?” went on Germaine, keep- 
ing her eyes steadfastly upon her sister. “Either you 
tell me, or I speak to father.” 

‘*You’re not going to know,” said the young girl, 
hoarsely. 

Germaine lay back upon the cushions and crossed 
her hands. 

“As you will,” she said in a menacing voice. 

Adrienne drew away from her and resumed her 
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tasks. There was a brief silence. Then Germaine 
began again, with that obstinacy often noticeable in 
weak people, who will not accept defeat and are al- 
ways ready to resume the battle. 

“T suppose,” said she, “because you are left so 
much to yourself you think I don’t know what’s going 
on. Your face tells the whole story.” 

Adrienne was dusting the mantelpiece. She looked 
at her reflection in the mirror and said in a toneless 
voice: 

“What story does my face tell?” 

“That you don’t sleep at night and are running 
about the streets,” said the old maid, brutally. 

Adrienne went on passing her duster over the 
mirror with a mechanical gesture. Astonishment 
could be read in her clear eyes. She seemed to be 
seeking some meaning in the words her sister had 
just uttered. 

“Running about the streets?” she repeated at last. 
“That isn’t a crime. And if I can’t sleep, is that my 
fault?” 

Germaine bit her lips. It was impossible to resent 
such an answer. She felt herself hateful and ridicu- 
lous. 

“You know well enough what I mean,” she said, in 
a flurried voice. “I am going to speak to your 
father about your conduct unless you tell me what 
you were doing last night.” 

Before Adrienne’s contemptuous silence, her curi- 
osity became envenomed and changed suddenly into 
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fury. She got up abruptly and knelt on the sofa, 
supporting her body on one trembling knee. 

“You’re going to tell me,” she cried, pointing her 
finger at her sister. “I’ll find a way to make you 
speak.” 

The girl did not answer. This sudden explosion 
of anger put the finishing touch to her consternation. 

“First of all,” Germaine went on, raising her voice 
as though to convince herself of what she was say- 
ing, “if you are doing no harm, why do you make 
such a secret of it? Why do you wait till it’s dark 
to slip out of the house?” 

Before the mute regard of her sister, her rage burst 
all bounds. 

“You understand me quite well,” she continued. 
“You may as well give up playing the innocent. 
That won’t answer with me, and you know it. Do 
you think I’m a fool? Do you think I don’t see you 
going up the street every evening at nine?” 

Adrienne’s face blanched. 

“Why are you trying to make me unhappy?” she 
stammered. 

“Unhappy!” echoed Germaine. “What about me? 
Do you think I have never been unhappy?” 

After a strange convulsive gesture, she went on: 

“IT have suffered in every possible way, suffered 
horribly—do you understand? And one such ex- 
perience is enough. I will see you never commit the 
mistakes that I have committed.” 

“What mistakes—?” 


58 THE CLOSED GARDEN 


“There is no need you should know. It is for your 
own good that I am questioning you. It is out of 
pity for yourself.” 

She put her handkerchief to her lips. 

“Are you going to answer me?” she asked again. 

Adrienne shook her head. 

“No 122 

“You mean it is just as though I had never 
spoken?” 

“Yes,” said Adrienne. 

She took up a vase and carried it to the bathroom. 
The scene she had just been through so astounded 
her that she forgot the anger which she had felt to- 
ward her sister at its start. She placed the vase 
of geraniums in the basin and turned the tap on full. 
The pressure was high and the jet roared in the 
basin with a deafening din. Bent over her flowers, 
the girl watched the water mount until the vase be- 
gan to wobble on its base. When she had filled the 
vase, she turned off the tap. She was sorry to hear 
the noise of the water stop. It had mde to prevent 
her thinking for a few moments. 

Then she sat down on a chair, absolutely stupefied 
by what her sister had just told her. 

Up to now she never had had any conversation 
with Germaine. Everything the woman did irritated 
her. Even her gestures were a source of annoyance. 
She felt an instinctive repugnance for the disease 
from which her sister suffered and disliked her com- 
ing too close. All these things served to create a dis- 
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tance between the two which increased with time. At 
the moment Germaine spoke of her sufferings it 
seemed to the girl that she was standing in the pres- 
ence of a stranger. 

She rose, took up her vase, wiped it pensively on 
her apron, and returned to the parlor. She took a 
few steps, put the flowers on a small round table, 
rearranged some books upon the writing desk. 

“Tell me—” she began, then stopped. 

Germaine made no reply. Adrienne walked to the 
sofa and looked closely at her sister. The old maid 
had not moved, but her eyes were red, tears trembled 
along the edge of their lids and trickled down on 
both sides of her long aquiline nose. 

“What are you looking at me for?” she said in a 
smothered voice. 

And, as Adrienne made no answer, but continued 
to gaze at her, she averted her face. 

“Go away,” she said. “I detest you.” 


That evening, as the maid placed the cafetiére be- 
fore M. Mesurat, the old man turned toward Adri- 
enne. 

“T have an idea,” he said. “‘We’re too dull after 
dinner. Suppose we play cards together. Let us 
have a game of trente-et-un.” 

The younger daughter was folding her napkin. 
She let it fall from her hands and raised her eyes 
toward her sister’s. Germaine’s face was impassive. 
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“Well, what about it?” went on Mesurat, stroking 
his beard with the back of his thumb. 

He stopped, as though embarrassed by the sur- 
prise which he read on his daughter’s face. 

“Papa,” said Adrienne, breathlessly, “I don’t 
know how to play any card games.” 

“Tl teach you,” said Mesurat with a jovial air. 
“Two minutes is enough. Germaine will play with 
us, won’t you, Germaine?” 

Germaine nodded her head. 

“The fact is,” went on the old man, “we have got 
into the habit of doing nothing all evening. I read 
my paper, your sister goes upstairs to rest. . What 
we all need is a little distraction. . . . Why—what’s 
the matter?” 

Adrienne was on her feet and was pressing her 
hand against her side. The blood had left her cheeks; 
she rested one hand on the back of her chair as 
though afraid of falling. 

“What ails you?” repeated Mesurat in an imperi- 
ous voice. “Eh, Adrienne?” 

“I want to lie down in the next room,” she mur- 
mured. 

“Sit down at once,” commanded Mesurat. 

Seizing her by the wrist, he forced her into her 
chair. She closed her eyes; her brows drew together. 

“What a strange faintness—all of a sudden,” re- 
marked Germaine in icy tones. 

She raised her head, pushed away the cup of camo- 
mile tea which was steaming under her nose, crossed 
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her arms upon the table, and looked steadily at her 
young sister. 

“It’s the heat of the room,” said Mesurat. “This 
lamp is hanging too low. Push it up, Germaine.” 

Germaine reached out a hand to the hanging lamp 
and pushed it up slightly. Under its light Adri- 
enne’s face appeared almost ghastly. M. Mesurat 
frowned as he looked at her. 

“Aren’t you going to drink any coffee?” he asked, 
filling a cup. 

“I don’t care for any, papa,” said Adrienne. 

The old man hesitated for a moment. He glanced 
across the table at Germaine, who merely shrugged 
her shoulders. 

“Just as you like,” said he. 

He emptied his cup in two gulps, and got up. ‘At 
this moment Adrienne opened her eyes. Seeing that 
her father was leaving the table, she believed for a 
moment that the idea of cards had been given up, 
and her face lightened. But Mesurat slapped his 
palm on the back of his chair and said, with a good- 
nature that rang false: 

“Up with you. We'll all feel better in the parlor.” 

She obeyed without another word. As she passed 
before her father, he laughed and gave her a little 
tap on the shoulder. She took a few more steps, en- 
tered the parlor, and stood for a moment in the center 
of the darkened room. Everything in her head was 
confused, as though after a sudden fainting spell. 
One dominant thought, however, kept recurring, and 
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threw her into an agitation which increased momen- 
tarily. The hour was near at hand when, ordinarily, 
she should be at her street corner. It was a fine 
night. Through the window the sky was still pale 
with that afterglow which is like a prolongation of 
daylight in darkness. There was not a cloud in the 
heavens. A sort of exaltation took hold of her, closely 
akin to what she had felt in her sister’s room, when 
she leaned out the window feeling suddenly that 
the little white house had drawn nearer and that she 
could reach it now in one bound. She clasped her 
hands. She heard her father stumbling against an 
armchair, then the sound of a match struck and 
restruck lightly against a box. Presently lamplight 
flooded the room. 

“Draw up a chair,” said Mesurat, settling himself 
before the little round table. 

She made an effort, took a chair, and seated herself 
between her father and Germaine, who was shuffling 
the pack. She noted that the lamp was smoking, 
but did not think of speaking about it. Every- 
thing had the air of a nightmare—the old maid 
shuffling the cards; the old man breathing noisily ; 
she, seated at the round table instead of being out- 
of-doors opposite her little white house. The line 
from Racine recurred to her memory. What night 
could equal in horror the scene which she had before 
her eyes? With a brusque movement she bowed her 
head and put her fists against her forehead. 

“Again!” cried the father. “What is it this time?” 
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He took hold of Adrienne’s hands ois pulled them 


away from her face. 

“You are going to tell me what is wrong,” he said, 
in a voice full of rising anger. 

““Nothing—nothing, I tell you,” protested Adri- 
enne, desperately, putting her hands in her lap. 

“Papa, please explain the game to her and let us 
begin,” said Germaine, impatiently. 

Mesurat recovered his composure. He took the 
pack which Germaine had just laid down, and began 
dealing it without a word. Adrienne kept her eyes 
fixed upon the table. She watched the little pile of 
cards which fell before her noiselessly, one on top of 
the other. A sort of languor came over her. She 
took the hand which had been dealt her, put the 
suits together mechanically, and was beginning to 
shuffle them again when a cry from her father made 
her jump in her seat. 

“Not yet,” he cried. “Wait till I explain.” 

He showed her the rules of the game, accompany- 
ing his words with little precise gestures, raising his 
forefinger, showing her the cards, which he had ar- 
ranged fanwise in his hand. She nodded her head 
from time to time. 

“Now, begin!” he said when the lesson was over. 

She played a card at hazard, which Germaine 
covered quickly with one of hers. M. Mesurat put 
down a card in turn, explaining the reason for his 


play. 
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“And now,” he went on, “be careful what you 
lead.” 

Adrienne frowned and looked over the hand which 
she held fanwise as directed by her father. She had 
not paid any attention to his explanations, and as he 
watched closely to see what card she would play, she 
had a moment of sheer bewilderment, like some pupil 
asked too difficult a question by his teacher. Kings, 
queens, and knaves danced before her eyes. She 
picked an ace of spades, changed her mind, took a 
ten of diamonds. Suddenly she noticed her hand was 
shaking like a leaf. Neither her father nor her sister 
took eyes off her for a moment. She put her cards 
against her breast as though to hide her hand. 

“T don’t know what to play,” she said. 

“Didn’t you understand what I told you?” cried 
Mesurat, furiously. 

“Play something, no matter what,” said the old 
maid, peevishly, rapping her skinny knuckles on the 
marble top of the table. 

“All right,” said Adrienne, who was rapidly los- 
ing her head. She examined her hand again, and 
drew out a card which she threw upon the table. 

“No! no!” cried Mesurat. “You can’t play that 
yet. Listen to me.” 

With his face close to hers he began the lesson all 
over again, in a slow, deliberate voice that grew 
higher in pitch as he proceeded. She failed utterly 
to follow him. So many things were conflicting in 
her mind that the words conveyed no meaning. All 
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she caught were so many vocables, hoarse with im- 
patience. The breath of the old man was warm on 
her cheek. She closed her eyes, overtaken with sud- 
den disgust, and tried to gather her wits. One word 
_ alone rang through her brain, with the disordered 
resonance of a cracked bell: suffer—suffer! This 
was suffering. With a catch at her heart she remem- 
bered that the hour had now gone by at which she 
always reached the corner of the street. For the first 
time she would fail to keep her old rendezvous. It 
meant bad luck. Perhaps at this very moment the 
doctor was leaning over the window ledge! . . . With 
a bound she was on her feet and flung down her hand. 

“I won’t play,” she said. 

What!’ roared Mesurat. 

“T don’t want to play.” 

She felt her sister’s bony fingers round her wrist 
and tried to break away. 

“Sit down!” said the old maid in a commanding 
voice. “Sit down!” 

M. Mesurat had begun to beat upon the table 
with the palms of his hands. 

“You are going to obey!” he snarled. “You are 
going to tell me what has come over you.” 

“Sit down!” bayed the old maid again. 

Adrienne struggled feebly. Her strength had left 
her and she could not free herself. She could only 
hold her sister away, crying: 

“Let me alone! Let me alone!” 
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“Stop shouting,” exclaimed M. Mesurat. “You 
will have all the neighbors round the house.” 

“Wait a moment,” said Germaine. 

Letting go her sister’s arm, she rose and, dragging 
herself to the window as quickly as she could, closed 
the sash. 

“Now,” said she to her father, supporting herself 
against the wall. 

M. Mesurat rose in his turn. The blood had 
rushed to his face and neck, but he made a point of 
speaking in a measured tone, like a man who is 
mastering himself with difficulty. 

“There’s no use in shouting,” said he. “Adrienne 
is going to explain what all this nonsense is about.” 

He took his daughter by the arm. She was deathly 
pale and had to lean on the back of her chair. 

“What do you want me to do, papa?” 

“To speak to us. To tell us what is the matter 
with you.” 

“There is nothing the matter.” 

“Very well, then,” said Germaine. “Let us go on 
with the game.” 

Adrienne did not answer. It seemed to her that 
some unknown influence had entered into the room 
she knew so well. An indefinable change had taken 
place. It was like one of those dreams in which the 
dreamer finds himself in a spot which he knows he has 
never seen, yet which appears familiar. To her first 
feeling of curiosity, fright had succeeded—then ter- 
ror at feeling herself unable to fly, paralyzed and a 
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prisoner. She wondered, as she threw a glance 
around, whether she were not going mad. The things 
she saw struck her now, not in their familiar aspect, 
but by their strange and remote character. As in 
some nightmare, she experienced all the horror of not 
being able to move, of being retained by some invis- 
ible force between this armchair and this table. Her 
eyes encountered the lamp. She noticed that it was 
no longer smoking and by this petty detail measured 
all the extent of the turmoil that had been filling her 
mind since she sat down before the card table. Some 
one had lowered the wick and she had not noticed it! 
M. Mesurat’s voice brought her back to the actual 
moment. 

“Tf you won’t speak I am going to speak for you,” 
he said, bending toward her. “You say nothing is the 
matter with you. Yet all the while you are wool- 
gathering, you refuse to play, you don’t know 
whether you are on your head or your heels. Well, 
I can tell you something about the reason.” 

Germaine stirred uneasily. Mesurat glanced in 
her direction and went on. 

“Tt has come to my knowledge, by way of some 
one whom I won’t name, that for some time past you 
have been slipping out every night. You stay out 
for an hour, for two hours, perhaps longer. Eh? 
Can you deny it?” 

He leaned closer to Adrienne. Within a few inches 
of her own face she saw his swollen eyelids, the fleshy 
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nose intersected with little blue veins. The words she 
wanted to utter stuck in her throat. 

“And that is not all,” the father proceeded. “You 
think yourself so smart. You imagine that none of 
us are up to what is going on... .” 

He stopped a moment, and continued: 

“Every afternoon, between half past five and six, 
you go up to Germaine’s room, you stick your head 
out the window and begin to watch me 

“That isn’t true,” said the girl, breathlessly. 

“Germaine. . . .” said Mesurat. 

Germaine blushed deeply, but did not open her 
mouth. The old man banged his fist on the table. 

“In any case, I’ve had quite enough of all this. 
Do you understand me? I intend to know. You are 
hiding something. Will you speak or not?” 

He seized her arm and shook her. 

“You are meeting some one, eh? Own up!” 

Adrienne cried aloud with pain and tried to break 
away, but the old man was strong. 

“No,” cried he, “I won’t let you go. You are go- 
ing to answer me. You are in love with some one, 
aren’t you?” 

He shook her so violently that she had much ado to 
keep her feet. She saw terror on her sister’s face 
and felt herself in the grip of a sort of wild panic. 

“Yes!? she screamed, in a voice whose shrillness 
surprised herself. Mesurat loosened his grip a little. 

“Huh!” he grunted. “And who is it?” 

“I don’t know his name,” the girl stammered. 
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“You don’t know his name!” roared Mesurat, 
transferring his grip to her shoulders. “You dare 
to tell me that! Do you take me for an idiot!” 

Overpowered by a rage that he could no longer 
control, he shook her backward and forward with all 
his strength. Adrienne heard her teeth clashing to- 
gether at each shock and uttered smothered cries. 
Spellbound with terror, Germaine did not budge 
from her seat. Suddenly Adrienne slumped against 
her father’s chest and fell at his feet in an inert mass. 


She had fainted. 
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Chapter Six 


HEN she opened her eyes she was in her own 
bedroom. She could hear footsteps dying 

away down the passage, the noise of a door being 
closed, and the murmur of voices behind it. 'Then 
suddenly complete silence fell upon the house. She 
was lying, fully dressed, on her bed. The air was 
hot and close. <A few tiny flies were circling around 
the lighted lamp, buzzing faintly. She sighed 
deeply, raised herself upon her forearms, and sat 
on the edge of the bed, looking around her. Her eyes 
fell upon the wardrobe that her father had given her 
for her eighteenth birthday. There was something 
in the association so grotesque and so cruel that she 
could not stifle an exclamation of disgust. She 
looked in its mirror and saw that her hair had fallen 
down and was lying upon her shoulders. Though 
the sight of its disorder gave her a shock, she made 
no attempt to remedy it, but kept her eyes riveted 
on her reflection. Her cheeks were ashy pale. She 
wore a desolate air which made her face seem to her 
that of a stranger. Her mouth hung open. She was 
looking at herself grown suddenly older, but she 
kept on gazing steadily. Had she really suffered a 
transformation? She noticed that the lamp threw a 
shadow under her eyelids and gave her a disagreeable 
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expression. “TI look like a dead woman,” she said to 
herself. 

Presently, by dint of hard staring, a sort of dark 
outline trembled above her head upon the mirrored 
surface. It overtook her face and her shoulders. A 
second image hesitated a moment and rose slowly 
above the first. Her eyes ached with the strain of 
watching them draw apart, but she could not close 
her lids. She went on watching those two people in 
the looking-glass who wavered to and fro without 
moving a muscle. Then all thought ceased in her be- 
mused brain. She fell back upon her pillow as 
though she had received a blow upon the head, and 
slept. 


It was broad day when she opened her eyes, but 
she hated the thought of getting up and lay some 
minutes awake on the bed. In half an hour she 
would have to be downstairs as usual. She would 
have to listen to her father as he read the headlines 
of his newspaper aloud. She would have to watch 
her sister examine the bottom of her cup and wipe 
it with an end of her napkin, as she did every morn- 
ing before pouring out her coffee. Life would go on 
the same as before in spite of the horrible scene of 
last night, while, within her, everything had changed. 

When she came downstairs to the dining-room, she 
saw M. Mesurat holding his journal before him at 
arm’s-length. The day gave every promise of being 
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very hot. He had taken off his black alpaca coat 
and hung it over the back of a chair. Being far- 
sighted, he was unable to read without grimacing and 
a little mesh of wrinkles formed round eyes and nose 
as he concentrated on the newsprint. He saw Adri- 
enne as she came in the door, and looked at her from 
out the corner of one eye. 

“Good morning,” said he, cheerfully. 

“Good morning, Adrienne,” repeated Germaine in 
turn. She was stirring the sugar in her cup. 

“Good morning,” the girl replied. 

She sat down. It was as she had foreseen. Noth- 
ing had changed. She looked at the red squares of 
the tablecloth and the cups of colored porcelain with 
a kind of wonder. In the polished metal of the silver 
coffee-pot she saw the distorted reflection of her own 
face that used to amuse her so when she was a little 
girl. After a moment’s reflection she poured out her 
coffee and, as though yielding to the force of some 
enchantment, heard her own voice asking, just as if 
this morning were like any other: 

“What’s the temperature for to-day, papa?” 

There was a brief silence while the old man turned 
to the top of the third page for the answer. Behind 
the big sheets, still smelling of fresh ink, his voice 
was heard: 

“Forecast for the twentieth, eighty degrees, with 
slight rise probable.” 

Adrienne felt herself beaten. She raised her eyes 
furtively and caught a glance that passed between 
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her father and Germaine. This tacit congratulation 
between the pair filled her with horror, and she 
averted her eyes. The sky outside was almost white 
—full of a potent and limitless light that the eyes 
could scarcely bear. From her seat she could 
see the Villa Louise behind its stunted lime trees. 
Why wasn’t she the daughter of this Madame Le- 
gras? She was sure she would be less unhappy. She 
felt that her father and her sister were stealthily 
observing her and their silence became insupportable. 

“When do the people opposite arrive?” she asked, 
in order to break it. 

Mesurat put down his paper and looked straight 
before him through his reading-glasses. 

“Let me see,” said he, “last year 

“The beginning of June,” supplied Germaine, 
breaking her roll. “But that’s no reason Madame 
Legras should come the same time.” 

“Youre right,” said the old man, with a convinced 
air. 

He threw a last glance over his journal and dipped 
half of his croissant in his coffee. 

“Why do you want to know?” said Germaine, in 
a voice which affected indifference. 

“I don’t particularly want to know. I merely 
said fi 

“You asked, all the same,” went on the old maid. 

Adrienne shrugged her shoulders and did not an- 
swer. Mesurat propped his paper against the cafe- 
tiére and said, with his mouth full: 
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“The ministry is going to be defeated.” 

Over the top of his newspaper he looked stealthily 
at his two daughters. Adrienne had lowered her head 
and was making up her mind to drink her coffee. 
Germaine’s eyes were still upon her sister’s face. 

A few minutes after breakfast was over, Adrienne 
took up her shears from a drawer in the kitchen and 
made as if to leave the house. Her father had put 
on his panama hat. But, contrary to habit, he made 
no move to go on his walk. Instead he sat down in 
his favorite armchair at the head of the garden steps. 
As Adrienne came toward him along the corridor, 
he spoke: 

‘Where are you going?” 

“Into the garden, to cut some flowers.” 

“This isn’t the day,” said a voice. 

The girl turned round and saw her sister watching 
her from the sofa through a window of the parlor. 

“Did you hear?” said Mesurat. 

“The geraniums are faded,” said Adrienne. “We 
ought to have some others.” 

She had turned red and grasped her shears tightly 
in her right hand. Mesurat stretched his legs before 
him as though to bar her way. 

He spoke again. 

“Did you hear what your sister just said?” 

Adrienne supported herself against the door jamb 
and looked at her father. Under the tilted panama 
his eyes seemed two dark cavities. But the brim al- 
lowed the light to fall full upon his fleshy nose and 
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upon the massive jaws which lost themselves in his 
tawny beard. His cheeks wrinkled. He let a satis- 
fied laugh escape him. 

“Why are you looking at me?” he asked after a 
few moments. 

“I want to go out,” she said in a smothered voice. 

“Well, you—won’t—go—out!”” said Mesurat, em- 
phasizing each word with a flourish of his newspaper. 

“Why not?” she asked in a faint voice. 

He did not answer at once, but looked her straight 
in the eyes. She saw the paper trembling in his hand, 
and, taking fright suddenly, stepped back into the 
corridor. He jumped to his feet and followed her. 
She retreated along the passage, keeping close to the 
wall, the palm of her left hand touching the warm 
paneling. A nervous desire to cry aloud possessed 
her, but she could not unclench her teeth. She saw 
her father advancing upon her. He slammed the 
door noisily behind him, and shouted out: 

“You want to know why, do you?” 

The furious voice made her tremble from head to 
foot. In the parlor to her left she heard her sister 
rise and close the window as on the previous night. 
Her heart fluttered terribly in her breast. She 
dropped her shears and made a mute “No!” with her 
head. 

“I’m going to tell you, all the same,” said Mesurat 
slowly but raising his voice as he proceeded. “I 
don’t mean you to go into the garden, I don’t intend 
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you shall leave the house, until you tell me the name 
of that man. Do you understand?” 

“Yes,” said the girl in a voice that. was little more 
than a whisper. Her knees shook. She would have 
fallen had she not had the molding of the wainscot 
under her hand. 

“All right, then,” said the parent. “Find yourself 
something to do about the house.” 

He opened the door, went out, and sat down again 
in his armchair. Through the grating she saw him 
take up his newspaper and shake its pages loose. 
She closed her eyes a moment, then picked up her 
shears and went into the parlor. Her sister was on 
her feet, with concern written upon her face. She 
had one hand upon the mantelpiece and was watching 
the girl in the mirror which reflected the door. There 
was an appreciable interval of silence. Adrienne 
put her shears on the little marble-topped table and 
looked at the geraniums which were in a vase at its 
center. She picked off a few petals which the heat 
had wilted. When she had done this, she stood mo- 
tionless. Behind her she heard Germaine walk to the 
sofa and try to open the window. After a few futile 
efforts the old maid spoke: 

“Will you help me open this window?” 

Her voice was weak and eloquent of fatigue. She 
let herself fall upon the couch without waiting for 
an answer from her young sister. 

“How did you manage to close it?” asked Adri- 
enne, stolidly. 
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“TI don’t know; perhaps it shuts easier.” 

Adrienne hesitated a moment, then walked to the 
window and opened it. She even straightened 
the sofa which Germaine had dragged out a little 
from the wall. Finally, she sat down in an armchair 
in the middle of the room. Emotion had stupefied 
her and she was hardly conscious of what she did. 
She noticed that her breathing was short, but that it 
gradually became more regular. The sun reached 
her feet and covered the bottom of her skirt with a 
long rectangular streak. She looked at it until her 
eyes smarted. Then she raised her head. Fleecy 
clouds were passing across the sky. They seemed to 
dissolve in the blinding light. The heat grew more 
intense. Not a sound reached her ears from out-of- 
doors; the very birds were silent. She could no 
longer even catch the rustle of her father’s newspaper 
and guessed that he had fallen asleep. 
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Chapter Seven 


FEW days later she was seated at the dining- 
A room window, looking into the street. She had 
just come back from a walk on which her father had 
made her accompany him, and had not yet taken off 
her hat. Every day, now, M. Mesurat took her out 
to walk with him. They went together to the other 
end of the town, to see the house that was being built 
behind the presbytery. ‘The framework of the roof 
was already in place, and that very afternoon, to the 
great joy of Mesurat, who had clapped his hands at 
the sight, they had seen the green branch and the tri- 
colored flag attached in triumph to the highest point 
of what would later be the roof itself. 

It was nearly six o’clock, but the heavens were as 
clear as at noon. Adrienne thought to herself that 
these changes in the sky were the only changes which 
she could now notice in the scene which lay before 
her eyes. The lime trees in the Legras garden were 
just about the same. The scarlet and pink gerani- 
ums still grew placidly, with their coarse fibrous 
leaves and the downy stalks, whose odor she detested. 
She turned her head and looked at the slim tree 
whose top branches swayed gently above the roof 
of the little white house. Her heart sank. Nothing 
was changing in her life. Often and often, when 
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sitting at table, she had felt tempted to cry aloud: 
“Well, then, here you are! I am in love with Maure- 
court, the doctor in rue Carnot!” If only to see 
what would happen. But she never brought herself 
to pronounce the words. She fancied more than once 
that, just as she seemed upon the verge of doing so, 
Germaine or her father would start a conversation, 
as though they guessed her thought and had made 
up their minds to prevent her making her confession. 
This coincidence struck her; she attributed a sort of 
mysterious origin to it, and came to see in it a sign 
that she was not meant to speak of her love, but 
must keep it a secret. In the loneliness of her bed- 
chamber, when her father and sister were asleep, 
she acquired a habit of saying the name “Maure- 
court” out loud, being first careful to cover her 
mouth with her hands so that no one should hear 
her. She ended by repeating the name, which the 
violence neither of Germaine nor of M. Mesurat 
could tear from her, ten and twenty times, with a 
cruel joy that made her suffer acutely. Finally 
it seemed to her that this habit was all that saved her 
from actual suffocation. She never wept; but at 
certain times, when discouragement and melancholy 
took the place of anxiety and delusive hopes, she felt 
her throat swell, and the blood, flying to her head, 
beat in a dismal rhythm against her temples. 

She took off her hat now and plunged her hand 
into her hair as though to diminish its weight by lift- 
ing it from her scalp. Her damp clothing clung to 
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her flesh. She rose and leaned upon the balustrade, 
her knees pressed against the bottom of the window 
frame. Far away a carriage was passing along the 
state highway, but the distant noise receded rapidly. 
Further off still, some dogs were barking. She 
listened greedily to these signs of life. ‘The silence 
of the street had become insupportable. It almost 
seemed that passers-by avoided this quarter of the 
town for fear of disturbing the immobility which 
weighed upon it. 

Mournfully she was thinking how near it was to 
the hour when she had formerly slipped upstairs to 
Germaine’s bedroom. Now the door was kept locked. 
By dint of leaning well out other windows, she could 
still see her little white house, but far less clearly. 

A light breeze was rising. Closing her eyes, she 
took in a long, deep breath. Suddenly she heard 
footsteps mounting the street and turned her head 
quickly in the direction of the little white house. Her 
heart gave a jump and stood still. The little man 
who was walking close to the wall was Maurecourt. 
For a moment she doubted the evidence of her eyes, 
and recoiled instinctively, dreading to be seen and 
yet desiring it with all the force of her will. He was 
walking briskly, his eyes on the ground. In another 
instant he would have disappeared from sight. She 
lost her wits—made a gesture toward him which she 
repressed instantly, and pressed her hand upon her 
mouth as though to stifle a cry. Now he was opposite 
her ; now he was passing right in front of the house, 
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along the wall of the Villa Legras! She gripped the 
balustrade and leaned toward the street as though to 
call him back. She even raised her arm. But by 
this time he could not see her and continued his rapid 
walk until only his back was visible. There was noth- 
ing to do now but to cry aloud. She turned away. 
She could not—she could not! She was in the grip 
of one of those nightmares where the dreamer is in- 
capable of moving a muscle or of uttering a cry. 
It seemed to her that she was filled with some power 
but could not use it. She heard his footsteps dying 
away. He had left the rue Thiers, and was following 
another street. Ah, she might wave her arms now if 
she chose! She racked her wits like some woman at 
bay. To see him—to call him to her side! But 
how? A sudden idea crossed her mind. If she were 
ill, he would come. If she were ill—ill or hurt. 
Hurt! She shut the lower sash of the window and, 
shutting her eyes tight, thrust her two naked arms 
through the pane. 

The noise of the breaking glass startled her. She 
saw her arms streaked with red; a few seconds more 
and the blood was pouring down them. Although not 
in actual pain, she moaned, then began to cry. The 
tears did her good. But fear took hold of her as she 
saw her dress covered with blood and she rushed to- 
ward the door, her arms stretched out in front of her. 

Her father ran in, panting from his exertion, fol- 
lowed by Germaine, quite out of breath. A change 
came over their angry faces as they saw the blood 
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and they exclaimed “Ah!” in the same breath. The 
old man recoiled and looked at Germaine aghast. 

“How did you do that?” cried the old maid be- 
tween gasps. “You must be mad! Quick!” she con- 
tinued, addressing her father. “Bring some tincture 
of iodine and a roll of lint. You'll find them in a 
drawer in my room.” 

Mesurat disappeared. While waiting, Germaine 
took a napkin from the sideboard and wrapped it 
round her sister’s arms. But the contact of the stiff 
linen with her raw wounds made Adrienne cry aloud 
and she sought to tear off this hasty dressing. 'The 
sight of her blood drove her beside herself. She had 
the feeling that her reason was leaving her and fell 
back on a chair. 

“Let.me see to you! Will you let me see to you?” 
said Germaine, picking up the bloody napkin from 
the floor. 

“Call the doctor!” 

“Be quiet and keep your arms raised,” commanded 
Germaine. 

Adrienne obeyed. She was deadly pale and asked 
herself confusedly what all this blood could mean. — 
Had she hoped that a doctor would be called in for 
a few wounds on the arms? Where had her wits been 
to believe such a thing for a second? It would have 
been so easy to have waved her hand as the doctor 
passed. She could have stopped halfway in the 
gesture—then pretended to be taken with some sort 
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of seizure—carried her hand to her head, and ut- 
tered a cry 

Mesurat reappeared. He was carrying a small 
bottle and a roll of something white. 

“Quick!” said Germaine. 

She took the phial from his hand and with the 
little brush attached to the cork swabbed the wounds. 
Adrienne moaned with the smart. At the end of a 
few moments the blood ceased to flow and Germaine 
wound the roll of gauze around her sister’s arms. 
Mesurat looked on with an expression that was at 
once vexed and curious. Now and then he made as 
though to help, but his elder daughter, with an au- 
thority she rarely showed, waved him aside. This 
woman, whose whole life had been the slow develop- 
ment of one disease, found herself, so to speak, in her 
element when it was a question of bandages or drugs. 
At such moments she manifested a surprising activ- 
ity. It was always she who cured Mesurat’s colds or 
Adrienne’s headaches. Everything necessary for 
first-aid treatment was to be found in a cupboard in 
her bedroom. Indolent by habit, she seemed to rally 
as soon as the health of her father and sister was 
endangered. She measured drops with a steady 
hand, never lost her head in any petty emergency— 
dosed and nursed, in short, with rare competence and 
presence of mind. It was certainly not through any 
goodness of heart that she acted so, but rather be- 
cause the instinct which makes people who are hope- 
lessly ill hate sickness in all its forms, drove her to 
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combat it in others and so in some sort avenge her- 
self for her powerlessness in her own case. She ex- 
ercised her healing function with a jealous fervor. 
It was quite understood that she was not to be re- 
sisted nor contradicted nor helped. As for calling in 
a doctor from outside, the idea never entered any 
head at the Villa des Charmes. A doctor! With 
Germaine there! M. Mesurat would never have even 
considered such a wild notion. Neither would Adri- 
enne herself, and nothing so convinced her of the 
length to which her madness had proceeded as the 
fact that she had imagined the intervention of Maure- 
court a possible eventuality. 

“T must love him a great deal,” she said to herself. 

And the mere admission seemed a revelation to her. 


Within two days she was almost well again. She 
was able to take off the bandages; the edges of the 
wounds had begun to join. But a profound impres- 
sion of what she had done abided with her. She 
failed to recognize herself in the violent act, and 
thought, with a sort of added respect mingled with 
fear, of what had driven her to it. 

May was coming to anend. Already a good many 
people from Paris had descended upon La Tour 
PEvéque. The Harmonic Society had resumed its 
concerts in a kiosk in the middle of the Public Gar- 
dens. In the streets toward the center of the town 
a certain animation was to be remarked. But the 
quarter in which the Mesurats had their home pre- 
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served all the tranquillity of winter and spring. The 
sound of carriages passing along the state highway 
was borne to it oftener. Otherwise—no change of 
any sort! 

One morning Adrienne was cutting geraniums 
under the eyes of her father and sister. Although 
she had not yet answered their questions, she had been 
permitted to resume this old occupation. The real 
reason was that Germaine was by now too weak to 
walk round the garden and M. Mesurat judged pick- 
ing flowers an occupation unworthy of his dignity. 
The girl was stooping over the beds when she heard 
the sound of a carriage, and lifted her head. 

“What’s the matter?” asked Germaine. 

“Don’t you hear it?” said Adrienne. 

She walked to the gate and stood there motion- 
less, her face pressed between the bars. A warm wind 
was whirling the dust along the road with an imper- 
ceptible sough. The noise of wheels drew nearer. 

“TI hear it now,” said Germaine. 

“It’s coming from the state road,” added the 
father. 

(This little dialogue, by the way, in which hardly 
a word varied, took place several times a day.) 

Some moments passed. Suddenly Adrienne 
grasped the bars with all her strength. A carriage 
was descending the rue du Président Carnot. Be- 
tween the “clop! clop!” of the horses’ feet could be 
heard the grinding of the brake as the driver tight- 
ened it for the steep descent. 
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“Madame Legras!” thought the girl, and her heart 
began to beat rapidly. 

At last she was going to see the woman whose ar- 
rival she did not know whether to desire or dread. 
M. Mesurat got up. 

“By George!” he ejaculated in a tone of the ex- 
tremest surprise. 

The carriage turned into the rue Thiers. It was 
not Madame Legras, after all. Adrienne could not 
stifle a little cry of disappointment. But her curi- 
osity redoubled when the driver reined in his horse 
and pulled up at the very door of the Villa Louise. 

A little woman descended from the carriage. She 
was very short. Her threadbare black clothes suffi- 
ciently announced her station in life. Quite evidently 
she was a servant. She had the timid and serious air 
of all good domestics, and insisted on lifting out the 
black cloth bag which the driver had placed beside 
him. But the man jumped from his seat and shoul- 
dered it. The little woman drew out a key from her 
hand-bag, opened the gate, and entered the garden, 
followed by the jehu. 

The entire scene was observed by the inhabitants 
of the Villa des Charmes with passionate curiosity. 
Germaine had sat down again. Mesurat, on his feet — 
and with his mouth wide open, stared at the Legras 
garden as though an abyss had suddenly opened be- 
fore his eyes. 

Adrienne felt her heart leap in her breast. Any- 
thing that even resembled novelty in her life moved 
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her so deeply as to make her suffer physically. Con- 
fused thoughts swarmed through her brain. She 
gripped the bars so tightly that the iron bit into the 
palms of her hands. She could see only a very small 
section of the roadway. But by a feat of imagination 
she could follow the street until it reached the coun- 
try and linked itself to the main roads that ran be- 
tween fields. A sudden project entered her head 
that filled her with joy and fear. She would open the 
gate and reach the street, run straight before her— 
to the woods—the fields, no matter where, so she 
might be free for an hour. She could hear her father 
behind her back talking to Germaine; she guessed 
that the eyes of the pair were no longer upon her. 
She lowered her right arm; her hand closed gently 
upon the handle of the gate. A second passed. She 
pulled it gently toward her, biting her lips. It re- 
fused to yield. Finally she seized and tugged at it 
vigorously, careless what noise she might be making. 
The gate was locked! 


A week passed slowly without bringing any change 
into Adrienne’s existence. The windows of the Le- 
gras house stood open all day, and in the morning 
sheets and blankets were hung out to air in the sun. 
The old servant could be seen going from room to 
room, broom or mop in hand. A gardener came to 
clip the lime trees in the garden. This lasted two 
whole afternoons. It may be guessed that none of 
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this activity was lost on M. Mesurat. In order that 
he might miss none of its aspects, even the afternoon 
walks were suspended. Germaine evinced no less 
interest in what was going on across the street. 
Stretched out upon her sofa, she was in an excellent 
position for making observations. 

Adrienne alone seemed indifferent. After having 
desired, feared, waited for the arrival of Madame 
Legras, she suddenly lost interest in her at the very 
moment the great event was about to take place. A 
strange languor had descended on her. ‘The moment 
she was free to go upstairs, she sought her own room 
and stretched herself upon her bed—either to sleep 
or, when sleep refused to come, to set herself adrift 
on a flood of reverie. It seemed to her that the ulti- 
mate depth of her despair had been touched when she 
perceived that her father locked the garden gate 
every morning. It was now a question of physical 
superiority. He was stronger than she. How was 
she to get possession of the key? By a singular con- 
tradiction, a sort of resignation reached her when she 
realized how powerless she was. Suppose she had 
found herself free? What would she have done? 
Prowled round the little white house, as before, or, as 
once before, carried her grief and woe along the rue 
Carnot and on to the state highway, hoping against 
hope that she might meet the doctor once again? 
Now she was locked up—kept under the family eye. 
Which was worse? Perhaps, after all, it was better 
to be plunged in unrelieved boredom rather than 
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to pass feverishly from a moment of anxious joy to 
the lowest depth of affliction. Oh, how tired she was 
of it all! 

Every evening she joined in the game of cards that 
her father had had so much trouble to teach her. 
The day when she had flung down her hand on the 
table in an access of anguish, declaring that she 
would not play, seemed quite far away. She took 
her place after dinner between her father and her 
sister without any display of bad temper. One would 
have thought that this girl, with the stubborn face 
and eyes, had definitely chosen her part and was 
conforming to the rule of the house in every petty de- 
tail as the only way to escape the tedium of a brutal 
and terrorizing constraint. After all, it was no worse 
to be playing cards than crying and yawning in her 
own room or braving the fury of a tyrannical old man 
and a soured invalid. 

“TI must try to be like them,” she used to say to 
herself. “It is the only way to have peace.” 

M. Mesurat noticed the change and congratulated 
himself on it when he and Germaine were alone to- 
gether. He was being spared annoyance. What 
more did he ask? But Germaine had no real faith 
in Adrienne’s submission. Far more subtle than her 
father, she suspected her sister of all manner of 
underhand projects, while her more inquisitive soul 
could not forgive the girl for not having revealed 
the name of the man she loved. 

How priceless a spectacle for some philosophic ob- 
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server was this nightly game of cards! A father, 
‘concerned only for his own habits and for having 
peace in his house. Two daughters, one tortured 
by love, the other by jealousy and curiosity. The 
situation even seemed to be typified in a concrete 
manner by a game, the essence of which is to forestall 
your opponent in the method of attack, to bring his 
own scheme of play to nothing and to triumph over 
him in the end. The cards fell on the marble table | 
one by one amid deep silence, broken only when a 
voice proclaimed a point gained or lost, or uttered 
some brief comment. Nearly always it was M. 
Mesurat, trained by long practice, who won, despite 
the acrid concentration of Germaine and all the 
efforts of Adrienne, who sometimes grew quite ex- 
cited over her score. 

One must have lived entirely in the country to 
appreciate the tyranny of custom. It is not too much 
to say that the habit of suffering had grown upon 
Adrienne all the more easily because everything 
around her bore the stamp of a life regulated by long 
observance, where the unexpected was out of the ques- 
tion. The trick of cultivating memory had taken up 
its abode with her and was never to leave her. It was 
as though the one look the doctor had bestowed upon 
her followed her everywhere and forced her to think 
of none other. Nothing so resembles a creature be- 
witched as a woman in love. Will ceases to count, her 
‘very thoughts are preémpted. She is as nothing 
without the one human being who can impel her 
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to action. Separated from him, she falls into a spe- 
cies of stupor where naught remains alive save the 
consciousness of her loneliness and unhappiness. 
There is something truly appalling in these pro- 
vincial existences, where nothing changes outwardly 
—where everything preserves the same external as- 
pect quite irrespective of the profoundest moral and 
spiritual modifications. Seen from without, nothing 
betrays the anguish, hope, and love that reigns 
within, and the heart may maintain its mysterious 
functions till death stills it forever without the 
thought once having occurred that geraniums can 
be cut on Friday instead of Saturday, or that the 
walk through the town can be taken at eleven in the 
morning rather than at five in the afternoon. 
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Chapter Eight 


onTRARY to M. Mesurat’s previsions, Mme. Le- 
C gras did not enter into possession of her villa 
until ten days after the arrival of the servant. By a 
strange coincidence, Adrienne alone witnessed her ar- 
rival. For some days Mesurat had relaxed the vigi- 
lant watch maintained over his younger daughter, 
resuming his morning walk to the railroad station 
and back, and it was during his absence that the great 
event took place. Germaine did not get up when the 
weather looked threatening, and the menace of a dark 
morning and of a sky covered with clouds had sufficed 
to keep her in bed. Vainly she cried out to her sister 
to tell her what the noise of carriage wheels might 
portend. Adrienne revenged herself upon the old 
maid for all she had been made suffer by refusing to 
answer. 

She stationed herself at the dining-room window 
and looked into the street quite openly. A month 
ago, she would probably have hidden herself behind 
the curtain, a prey to emotion, telling herself that 
she detested the newcomer—that she was jealous of 
her, even though in some inexplicable fashion her 
jealousy was mingled with respect and sympathy, 
probably due to the fact that Mme. Legras owned a 
villa directly opposite the little white house. What a 
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dignity to be the doctor’s immediate neighbor and 
to be able, at leisure, to see all that went on behind 
his windows! It seemed to the young girl that 
Mme. Legras derived a kind of reflected glory from 
this privileged situation. 

Within a week or two, however, these impressions 
had been becoming vaguer. One might have 
thought them effaced, so calm did the girl appear as 
she watched Mme. Legras descend at last from her 
carriage. She was surprised herself at her tranquil- 
lity. “So this is Madame Legras!” she repeated, as 
though to stimulate a waning curiosity. And she 
added, by a conjunction of thought quite natural 
under the circumstances, “Am I no longer in love 
with Maurecourt?” 

Mme. Legras was short and thickset. She was 
dressed in black, but with a profusion of silk and lace 
which bespoke a lively vanity. Her face was almost 
hidden by a large hat ornamented with drooping 
feathers, but heavy shoulders and a plump neck 
betrayed her age. She jumped out of the carriage 
lightly and called her servant in a shrill voice. All 
her gestures were rapid; she affected the annoyance 
of a person who does not know which way to turn 
without assistance, and, obtaining no answer from 
within, began a series of orders to the driver. The 
man took up her hand baggage, and the two entered 
the garden of the villa, with a yellow dachshund 
trotting at their heels. Adrienne listened to the 
sound of their feet upon the graveled walks and to 


9% THE CLOSED GARDEN 


the voice of Mme. Legras, asking her coachman what 
the weather had been like at La Tour l’Evéque. She 
watched them mount the steps and disappear into 
the interior of the villa. 

A few moments passed. The horse kept tossing his 
head to shake off the flies which clustered on his nose. 
His head was crowned by a straw hat, through two 
openings in which his quivering ears protruded. His 
coat glistened with sweat. 

Suddenly the girl gripped the window bar and 
leaned out farther. She opened her eyes wider and 
a sort of shining haze rose before them. She had 
recognized the carriage at which she had been star- 
ing for a full minute. Yes! Once before she had 
seen those yellow wheels and the faded blue cloth of 
those cushions. Abruptly her memory carried her 
back two months. She was at the side of a country 
road, her arms full of wild flowers. <A carriage was 
passing close to her. In the carriage a man sat read- 
ing. Lifting his head, he threw her a glance, at once 
abstracted and profound. The whole scene rose be- 
fore her with a clarity, a profusion of detail, that 
staggered her. Her knees gave way. The pungent 
smell of the wild flowers invaded her senses. She 
asked herself if, this time, she were not really going 
mad. She sat down upon the window seat, quite un- 
able to take her eyes off the vehicle which recalled so 
painfully and, as it were, so ironically, the mysteri- 
ous moment when she fancied her whole life was about 
to change. What happiness had she not hoped for? 
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She dared not even think of it now. Tender and 
merciless at the same time, these memories that re- 
called her ephemeral joy tore at her heart and she 
marveled at her strength under the impact of a suf- 
fering so violent and so consummate. Her eyes were 
dry; she sat still, with no more motion than a statue, 
her mouth hanging open, holding her breath so as 
not to interrupt the full course of the thoughts that 
were ravaging her soul. 

A few minutes later the coachman reappeared, 
swung himself to his seat, and cracked his whip 
above the horse’s head. The wheels turned. In ten 
seconds the carriage had disappeared and the curious 
nightmare which was holding Adrienne in its halluci- 
nation began to ebb. ‘The girl rose and took a 
few mechanical paces up and down the room. She 
had the impression that her feet were leading her 
whither they would and that she was no longer mis- 
tress of her own motions. As she passed a table she 
let herself fall into a chair and gave way suddenly, 
weeping, with her face laid upon her outstretched 
arms. 

Presently she heard Germaine calling her. Her 
first impulse was not to answer, but there was a note 
of anguish in her sister’s voice which surprised her. 
She dried her eyes, still uncertain what to do. Ger- 
maine called again. She rose and went to the foot 
of the staircase. 

‘What do you want of me?” she cried. 

Without waiting for an answer, she mounted the 
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stairs and entered the old maid’s room. The window 
‘was shut and an odor of eucalyptus made her wince. 
In a saucer near the head of the bed a medicated 
cigarette was still smoldering. 

“What do you want?” said Adrienne again, stand- 
ing in the doorway. 

Germaine was sitting up in bed. Her shoulders 
were covered with a woolen shawl. She looked at her 
sister anxiously. She seemed even thinner than usual, 
and her cheeks were flushed. 

‘Shut the door,” she said. 

Adrienne hesitated before obeying. She disliked 
being shut up in a room with the invalid. Finally 
she closed the door behind her and walked rapidly 
to the window. 

“Don’t open it,” said Germaine in a frightened 
voice. 

Adrienne turned round. 

“What is the matter with you?” she asked. 

Germaine lifted her wasted hand and let it drop 
on the bed as though its weight were too much for 
her strength. A horrible lassitude was stamped on 
her face. 

“This fever takes it out of one,” she said. 

“Have you a temperature?” 

“T can’t get it down,” said Germaine. “Usually 
it rises toward evening and falls in the morning. It’s 
the changeable weather, no doubt.” 

“Tt isn’t cold to-day.” 
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The sick woman shook her head and closed her 
eyes. ‘There was a moment of silence. 

“Do you want anything?” asked Adrienne. “As- 
purmrg-s . 

“No,” said Germaine. “I don’t want anything at 
all? 

Turning her head toward her sister, she added, 

“Sit down.” 

Adrienne did not move. She was divided between 
a desire to escape from the room and surprise at 
hearing herself spoken to in such a tone. 

“Sit down,” repeated the sick woman in an implor- 
ing voice. “Can’t you see that I’m sick?” 

It was the first time that such an admission had left 
her lips. Adrienne sat down in the center of the 
room. 

“T can’t bear being alone,” continued Germaine. 

“Why not? What are you afraid of ?” 

Germaine looked at her young sister with a be- 
wildered air. 

“I’m not afraid,” she said at last. “What makes 
you say that?” 

Neither spoke. Adrienne had crossed her hands 
across her apron and sat quite still. Disgusted with 
the tainted air around her, she was trying to breathe 
as lightly as possible. 

“Adrienne,” said the older woman at the end of 
an appreciable silence, “you don’t believe I am really 
sick. Isn’t that true?” 

“No.” 
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“But you didn’t say anything when I told you.” 

“What did you want me to say?” 

‘“Aren’t you anxious about me?” 

“No,” replied Adrienne. 

Her stomach turned. She felt she was being in- 
vaded by something vaguely sinister. It was as 
though in some mysterious fashion Germaine’s own 
dismal thoughts were infecting her and poisoning her 
blood. -Before her sister’s penetrating glance she 
turned away her face. 

“Listen,” said Germaine at last. “I have some- 
thing to tell you.” 

She stopped as though to collect her thoughts, and 
closed her eyes. Against the white pillow her face 
seemed to be burning away with some hidden fire. 
Her hair, already turning gray, fell on each side of 
her face in a plait tied with a blue ribbon. She looked 
so little like herself that Adrienne had a moment of 
panic. She was on the point of getting up, when 
Germaine once more opened her eyes and looked at 
her. 

“Listen to me, Adrienne,” she said, gently. “I am 
dying.” 

Adrienne got up and made a step toward her sister. 
Sheer stupefaction prevented her from saying any- 
thing for a moment. 

“You are mad, Germaine,” she said at last. 

Her anger rose suddenly against this woman who 
was trying to frighten her. 
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“Yes,” she repeated, “mad! You have nothing 
but a little fever.” 

Germaine shook her head. 

“I have been sick twelve years.” 

“Nonsense,” said Adrienne. “If that were true 
we should have known of it.” 

“You know it perfectly well,” said the old maid. 
“You are afraid of your life to come near me. And 
your face—your expression whenever I come near 
you! Do you think I don’t notice that? Even 
now f) 

_ Adrienne cast down her eyes. She was perfectly 
conscious of the disgust written on her face. A few 
seconds passed. 

“It’s nothing contagious,” said Germaine. 

“Why don’t you see a doctor?” said Adrienne, her 
cheeks reddening as she spoke. 

A strange light came into Germaine’s eyes at the 
words. 

“What doctor?” she asked. 

“Any doctor you want,” stammered Adrienne. 
“There are plenty in the town.” 

“The doctor in the rue Carnot—eh?” 

“He, or some other.” 

“But you’d rather I had him,” persisted the old 
maid, grimly. 

“J don’t understand you,” said Adrienne, who felt 
all her old rancor toward her sister rising in her 
breast. “What makes you say that?” 
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Germaine raised her hand and let it fall just as 
she had a few moments ago. 

“T guessed right,” she said. 

Adrienne looked at her without a word. She tried 
to read her sister’s thought in her eyes, but the older 
woman sighed deeply and turned her head away 
from the scrutiny. Something gripped at Adri- 
enne’s heart. For the first time she felt ashamed 
of her love. How ridiculous it must seem! She felt 
a horror of this sick creature who had nothing better 
to do than to spy on others, and, at the same time, a 
horror of herself and of the secret passion that was 
devouring her as might some sickness of her own. 

“Tt’s not true,” she said at last. 

“Yes, it is,” said Germaine. “You cut your arms 
on purpose.” 

“What do you know about it?” said Adrienne in a 
smothered voice. 

““Haven’t I eyes to see?” 

“And what affair is it of yours?” said the girl, 
stamping her foot. “You are only making me 
wretched.” 

At these words Germaine made a motion of her 
head, as though to hear better. 

“How?” she asked. 

“Flow?” repeated Adrienne, no longer able to con- 
tain herself. “I can’t go out when I want to any 
longer. I am forced to play cards with you two every 
night. I have to make the tour of the town with papa 
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every afternoon. I am not free any longer. I am 
not even allowed to look out of the window.” 

She checked herself as she saw the effect her words 
were having upon her sister. A slow smile creased 
the invalid’s cheeks as she listened. Her lips parted 
and she made no attempt to conceal the joy in her 
eyes. Adrienne gazed at her a moment. Her own 
thoughts were in such disorder that she staggered a 
few paces toward the door and leaned against the 
head of the bed. Twenty different ideas swarmed 
in her brain. And all at once, before the smile which 
lingered upon the haggard face of the older woman, 
she had an intuition of the truth. 

“So now you’re happy!” she exclaimed. 

She wanted to say more, but the words would not 
come out of her throat. She shrugged her shoulders 
furiously and flung out of the room, slamming the 
door behind her. On the landing she stood listening. 
Not a sound from her sister’s room! She thrust her 
hands into the pockets of her apron and breathed 
hard. And suddenly, lifting her head with an air 
of bravado, she muttered these words: 

“Die, then! Die! .. .” 

She heard Mme. Legras’s dog barking. Some one 
pushed in the gate of Villa des Charmes. It was her 
father, back from his walk. She went downstairs and 
found him in the parlor. In her confusion of mind 
she began to walk from one end of the room to the 
other, her eyes on the carpet and her hands still in 
the pockets of her apron. 
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““What’s the matter with you?” asked the old man. 

She stopped instantly. 

“With me? Nothing.” 

Why, indeed, had she camc down to the parlor? 
She turned toward the door, but her father stopped 
her. 

“What a face! What were you doing upstairs?” 

“Upstairs?” 

“Yes, upstairs,” shouted Mesurat. “Don’t re- 
peat every word I say after me. I want to know what 
you were doing upstairs.” 

Adrienne shook her head. 

“Nothing.” 

‘What do you mean?” cried the old man, exasper- 
ated beyond measure. “Here you are, your cheeks 
all red and your hair at sixes and sevens.” 

She glanced quickly at the mirror and noticed that 
her hair was indeed falling over her forehead. There 
was something wild in her face that surprised her- 
self- She stepped back quickly and leaned against 
the head of the sofa. 

“She’s going to die,” she exclaimed, abruptly. 

Mesurat stood stockstill in the middle of the room. 
His hat, which he had not yet removed, hid his eyes. 

“She?” he repeated. “Who?” 

Adrienne breathed heavily. 

“Germaine,” she answered in a little flat voice. 

“Germaine!” exclaimed Mesurat furiously. “You 
must be crazy. She’s not even sick.” 
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“Yes, she is sick.” As she said the words Adrienne 
felt the blood leaving her cheeks. | 

The old man brought his hand down on the back 
of an armchair. 

“Hold your tongue,” he commanded. “If she were 
sick she would have told us.” 

“She told me.” 

“It’s a lie. She’s perfectly well.” 

Adrienna looked at her father without answering. 
He was crimson with fury. 

“Get out!” he shouted suddenly. 

She left the room and closed the door behind her 
as though she were walking in her sleep. Across the 
street, Mme. Legras’s dog was filling the garden with 
his shrill yapping. 
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Chapter Nine 


rents all the week. Neither Adrienne nor her 
father was able to leave the house. As for Germaine, 
there was never any question of such a thing, even 
in the mildest weather. But contrary to her habit 
till now, she kept her room and did not appear at 
any of the meals. At first old Mesurat feigned not to © 
notice her absence. While detesting any change in 
the habits of the household, he refrained from men- 
tioning the matter to Adrienne, for fear of lending 
importance to something he had made up his mind 
to ignore. “The less said, the quicker mended,” he 
doubtless thought to himself. 

Nevertheless, his bad temper showed that he was 
disturbed. It was all very well to say that Adrienne 
had lied and that Germaine was no more sick than 
he was. But he was angry with himself for having 
lent any credence to such nonsense. As though to 
encourage himself in his skepticism, he made a point 
of asking Adrienne, every time they sat down to table, 
why Germaine was so late in getting down. 

“You know why,” the girl would say, wearily. 

“T know nothing,” cried Mesurat, furiously. When 
Adrienne told him once again that Germaine was 
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sick, he banged upon the table with his fist and or- 
dered her to hold her tongue. 

“I forbid you to speak of that,” he said. “Ger- 
maine is perfectly well. Anyhow,” he added after a 
moment’s reflection, “we shall see.” 

And he passed the back of his thumb over his 
blond beard with the air of a man whose mind is quite 
made up. 

One morning, as breakfast was announced, he 
climbed the stairs to the landing outside Germaine’s 
room, and began to cry: 

“Aren’t you ready, Germaine?” 

After a moment’s silence, he called her again, this 
time rapping upon her door with his knuckles. 

“T’m not coming down,” said a voice from the 
room. 

“Oh yes, you are,” said the old man with an air 
of authority. 

He glued his ear to the panel, and seized the handle 
of the door. The blood rushed into his cheeks and 
made his eyes look bluer than ever. He was stoop- 
ing as though to listen, and his arched back made 
one think of some powerful beast crouching before 
it springs on its prey. 

“Do you hear me?” he repeated. “I am going 
to make you come downstairs.” 

At the sound of his angry voice, Adrienne had 
mounted the stairs softly. She stood upon a step 
midway to the upper landing, her back against the 
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wall, half frightened and half curious as she lis- 
tened to her father’s growling voice. 

“Germaine,” went on M. Mesurat, “I warn you 
I am coming in and that I will make you come down- 
stairs.” 

As though to give force to his threat, he turned 
the handle of the door backward and forward. A 
cry of alarm came from inside the room. 

“No, no, papa,” said Germaine’s voice. “Go 
away!” 

She was silent a moment, then went on: 

“Go away, I am beginning to dress.” 

“Are you coming down?” insisted Mesurat. 

After a few seconds, a voice seemed to answer, 
“Yes,” but so feebly that Adrienne could not catch 
it. She only guessed what her sister’s answer had 
been from the exclamation of triumph uttered by 
her father. 

“Good!” said the old man. “I thought you 
would.” 

He let go the handle and began to run down the 
stairs. As he passed Adrienne, he gripped her hand 
and shook it violently. 

“As for you,” he cried, his eyes challenging her 
to reply, “let me hear you tell me once more that 
she is sick and ne 

The threat was left unfinished. Shrugging his 
shoulders, he released her hand and continued on his 
way to the parlor. 

For more than fifteen minutes, after they had fin- 
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ished drinking their café au lait, Adrienne and her 
father sat opposite one another at table. More 
than once the old man seemed on the point of going 
to see why his elder daughter had not yet appeared. 
But he contented himself with first resting his fists 
on the table and bending forward as though ready 
at a moment’s notice to push his chair behind him 
and to leap to his feet, and then sitting back, grum- 
bling under his beard. 

Adrienne watched this pantomime out of a corner 
of her eye and kept silence. During the last few 
days she had felt a sentiment, hitherto unknown, 
creeping into her heart. At first it had shocked her, 
but only to yield her, later, a strange secret joy. She 
despised her father. For many years she had re- 
spected him, perhaps even imagined she loved him 
with that tepid love which is distributed among the 
different members of a single family. But from the 
day when he had shaken her in order to force her to 
play at cards, she had realized that fear was the 
basis of her respect, and that daughterly affection 
played no part in it. She feared him still. She 
dreaded the strength of that hairy wrist and of those 
cruel fingers which could leave such red marks upon 
her bruised arms. Only a moment ago her heart 
had fluttered at feeling him seize her hand to crush 
it in his own. 

Meantime, she was growing used to these displays 
of violence and suffered less from them. It seemed 
to her that from the moment she had felt herself 
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free to take note of the ridiculous attitudes of her 
father, she experienced a sense of liberation and 
breathed more freely. It was like a revenge taken 
upon him of which he was at the same time the in- 
strument and the victim. Could it really be she who 
was forcing him to make these absurd gestures, to 
walk in that heavy-footed fashion, his mouth open, 
to eat so repellantly? No! But it might have been 
thought that he was doing all these things to de- 
grade himself further in the eyes of the daughter, 
who kept an eye upon him that was at once curious 
and disgusted. The great consolation of the op- 
pressed is to feel themselves superior to the oppressor, 
and to such a point can this compensation be car- 
ried that it is hard to say whether the oppressed 
do not get more satisfaction out of feeling themselves 
better than their tyrants than the tyrants get out 
of their persecution. There were times when 
Adrienne was positively transported with a strange 
joy, and for a second or two managed to forget 
Maurecourt. As, for instance, when her father, 
yielding to an inveterate habit, counted the flies on 
the long band of adhesive paper which hung from 
the chandelier in the parlor, then, raising his fore- 
finger, and with a triumphant look in his eye, cried 
out: “Fifteen in an hour!” Or when, having some 
letter to answer, he began tracing parallel lines on 
a sheet of notepaper, an old professional trick which 
clung to him, and inscribed a splendid “Monsieur” 
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with scrolls and flourishes which cost him deep sighs 
and groans. 

Toward her sister, Adrienne entertained senti- 
ments of a different order. She knew Germaine to 
be of a hateful disposition, jealous of others’ health 
and happiness. But she would easily have pardoned 
this if the repulsion which she had for her malady 
had not stifled in her every sentiment of pity. She 
never passed Germaine without holding in her breath 
so as not to absorb the air which it was her convic- 
tion the old maid poisoned with her sick respiration. 
At table she suffered intensely from having her at her 
elbow, and rejoiced secretly each time weakness kept 
her sister to her own room. Sometimes, it is true, 
she sought to conquer her feelings and forced her- 
self to speak to Germaine more gently than was nat- 
ural to her. But the old maid never seemed to 
appreciate these attempts at kindness and remained 
plunged in her sullen temper and irremediable de- 
spair. Moreover, deep within herself Adrienne ex- 
perienced a disgust which no consideration could 
overcome. She detested her sister as one detests a 
nest of vipers, with the instinctive horror of the 
healthy for whatever can shorten life or pollute its 
sources. 

Between these two beings, one sick, the other 
senile, she had a lively consciousness of her own 
strength and health. But the joy she drew from it 
was never more than a fugitive sentiment. What 
good, indeed, did it do her to be still under twenty? 
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Was she any the happier for it? She dreamed of 
running away—of throwing herself at the feet of 
Maurecourt, in whom she placed all her reliance, and 
of begging him to make her his wife. Between the 
Villa des Charmes and the little white house there 
were only a few steps to traverse. But these few 
steps separated two worlds one from the other. She 
had come to see her situation only in the light of 
antithesis. On the one side, at home, unhappiness— 
on the other, with Maurecourt, happiness. Here life 
in decay—death prowling about the house. 'There 
a calm existence, free of care, full of an equable joy 
which each day would renew. She drew for herself 
an ideal portrait of this Maurecourt, to whom she 
had never spoken a word, but who, in her imagina- 
tion, assumed the physiognomy of a symbolic being. 
With the mysticism of naive souls, the more she suf- 
fered from the circumstances of her present life, the 
nearer did she feel herself drawn to him, and she 
sometimes discovered a strange sweetness mixed in, 
as it were, with the vexations that she was forced to 
endure. “If I did not love him,” she said to her- 
self, “I would not be suffering so much.” This 
thought comforted her a little, as though, through 
some mysterious dispensation, the doctor benefited 
personally by the unhappiness of his young wor- 
shiper. All these chimeras ranged incessantly 
through Adrienne’s brain and completed her dis- 
traction. 
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A sudden exclamation on Mesurat’s part made her 
jump. Turning her eyes toward the door, she saw 
her sister enter the room. The old maid walked with 
difficulty; her eyes were closed like those of a per- 
son overtaken with vertigo. But Adrienne was sur- 
prised to note how little she was changed. She had 
expected a face still more ravaged, and the weakness 
of a woman at the point of death. Germaine was 
horribly wasted, and helped herself to walk with a 
stick. But there was enough color in her cheeks to 
lend the illusion of health. 

“Now, you see,” said Mesurat, jubilantly. “I 
said you could come downstairs. It is only a ques- 
tion of a little good will.” 

He passed the back of his thumb rapidly over his 
beard and looked across at Adrienne as though ex- 
pecting some sign of approbation. But the girl 
affected not to see his glance. 

“Come,” said he, vexed at this passive attitude, 
“pour out some coffee for your sister. Ring for more 
bread.” 

Reaching his leg under the table, he gave a vig- 
orous push to the chair which the sick woman was 
trying to draw toward her. 

“Sit down, Germaine,” said he in an amiable voice, 
delighted to see her in front of him in her habitual 
place. 

She let herself fall upon a chair. Sitting side- 
ways, her head hanging down and her forearms on 
the table, she panted slightly and seemed quite worn 
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out. Without a word, Adrienne filled a cup with 
black coffee and put it before her sister. She looked 
at her attentively, unable to hide that avid and cruel 
curiosity that we see in the eyes of young children 
when they assist at some punishment inflicted upon 
a little companion. 

“Drink it!” commanded Mesurat. 

Germaine lowered her head and brought the cup 
near her lips. But she put it down almost at once. 
She shivered. 

“Close the window,” said she. 

At this moment the maid entered, carrying a plate 
of bread. Mesurat shrugged his shoulders. 

“Shut the window, Désirée,” said he with a vexed 
air. 

Désirée laid down the bread, closed the window, 
and left the room. There was a moment of silence. 

“Come,” said the old man, sceing that Germaine 
made no move, “drink your coffee.” 

Germaine raised her head. Under their inflamed 
lids her eyes were unnaturally bright. She looked 
at Adrienne. 

“Bring me my aspirin,” she said. 

Mesurat seemed to have been waiting for some- 
thing of the sort. . 
“What for?” he exclaimed. “What are you going 

to do with your aspirin?” 

The old maid turned toward her father. Her 
parted lips, her head which trembled slightly, be- 
trayed the emotion she was undergoing. 
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“To bring down my temperature.” 

“Your temperature!” the old man cried. “Go 
and look at yourself in the glass next door. You 
have no more fever than I have. I never saw you 
look better.” 

He went on, carried away by the sound of his own 
voice, which rang through the room. 

“I know what fever is. I had it myself, in ’eighty- 
six. When people have fever they stay in bed. 
They lie flat on their backs for two weeks without 
being able to move.” 

And, as Germaine openéd her lips to speak: 

“Hold your tongue!” he cried. “In the first place, 
this is not the climate for fever. ‘There is no such 
thing as fever in Seine-et-Oise. Mind what I say. 
You’re not sick. No one has ever been sick here.” 

His voice grew louder and louder. He punc- 
tuated his bellows with blows of his fist upon the 
table. 

“Now, understand me once for all. Ive had quite 
enough of this. I want peace. I want to be let alone 
and not to be bothered. Do you understand me, 
Adrienne? I’m saying this quite as much for you. 
The first one who speaks to me about sickness will 
hear something she won’t like.” 

He got to his feet and laid down his napkin in 
the middle of the table, among the plates and coffee 
service. His daughters stared at him without daring 
to answer. He was breathing heavily, but seemed 
to enjoy the sensation his words had created. 


14 THE CLOSED GARDEN 


“Now, that’s understood—eh?” he cried after a 
moment of silence. 

Shrugging his shoulders four or five times in rapid 
succession, he plunged his hands into his coat pockets 
and stalked out into the parlor. Adrienne and Ger- 
maine heard him sit down heavily in an armchair, 
with a sigh, as of one grateful for repose. 
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Chapter Ten 


FEW minutes later, obedient to the mania of her 

father, who insisted that everything should be 

as usual in the house, Germaine was lying on the par- 

lor sofa beneath the window. This although there 
was no sun and the clouds promised rain. 

As soon as the old man had left the house to buy 
his newspaper at the railroad station, she called 
her sister to her side. Adrienne, who was carrying 
out her daily inspection of the furniture, obeyed re- 
luctantly. At first she had frankly enjoyed her 
father’s cruelty in insisting on the invalid’s quitting 
her bed. Recalling all the ill turns that Germaine 
had done her, she had mentally applauded what 
she told herself was a just revenge. But the vio- 
lence of old Mesurat had gone beyond anything she 
looked for. She had the vague sentiment of shame 
toward her sister that one always feels in the pres- 
ence of those who have been humiliated out of all 
proportion to their fault. 

“Well?” said she. “What is it?” 

“Adrienne,” said Germaine, so steadily as to sur- 
prise her young sister, “I have made up my mind 
to leave this house.” 

“Leave the house? What an idea!” 

“T have no intention of discussing it with you,” 
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replied Germaine in a harsh and uneven voice. “You 
must see that I can’t go on living here at my age, 
under the control of a man who will not even allow 
me to stay in bed when I like and when it is neces- 
sary. Besides, the climate here is execrable. Look 
how cold it is this morning, after all these roasting 
days. It is enough to kill anyone. What I need is 
warmth and sunshine and an even temperature. And 
I must be free. Papa is growing terribly old. He 
is a tyrant—yes, a tyrant! You saw that this 
morning. . . . This ridiculous, hateful scene! Ive 
thought of going away for years. But I’ve been pre- 
vented by all sorts of difficulties, which really don’t 
amount to much. This morning I feel strong enough 
to go, and I can’t wait a moment longer. You will 
have to help me—you simply will have to. Do you 
understand? I’m not afraid of your crying for 
me.” 

And she laughed bitterly. 

“My health,” she went on, “my happiness—yes, 
my happiness—everything depends on what I’m 
going to do. I loathe this house—my room that 
turns as cold as ice when the sun goes down. I re- 
fuse to pass another winter here. I’ve had enough 
of it.” 

Adrienne’s heart leaped. She thought imme- 
diately of her sister’s room. It would be free now! 
She thought of the window at which she would be 
able to sit all day. She took a step toward the sofa. 
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“But what about papa?” she said in a hurried 
voice. “What will you tell him?” 

“Papa is not going to know anything about it 
till I’ve gone.” 

“And then—the money, Germaine? Where are 
you going to find money for the journey?” 

“Money—money!”” repeated Germaine, with a 
nervous movement. ‘Don’t bother about that. Dll 
find it. The question is, will you help me—help me 
to get out of this?” 

Adrienne repressed the cry that rose to her lips. 

“Fancy your thinking I can help you ” said 
she. . 

She stopped suddenly, seized with a sort of shame . 
which prevented her from betraying her joy. The 
old maid began to laugh. 

“What are you laughing at?” asked Adrienne. 

“Oh, nothing,” said Germaine. “Now, will you 
write a letter I dictate? You can put it in the mail- 
box when you go out with papa. Look in the desk 
and you'll find some notepaper.” 

Without another word, Adrienne obeyed. She 
took paper, pen and ink, and sat down before the 
card-table. 

“Are you ready?” asked Germaine, and began to 
dictate the following letter: 


“Mapame: I am desirous of staying 
with you for a week while seeking some spot 
where the climate is suitable for my state of 
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health. I accept in advance your rates 
for board and lodging. I regret being un- 
able to send you the letter of introduction 
usual in such cases, and which circum- 
stances, that I am sure will appeal to you, 
have prevented me from securing. I will 
arrive tomorrow, Tuesday, by an evening 
train. 


“Believe me, Madame. . . .” 


She stopped. “Do you say ‘Madame’ to a nun?” 

“T don’t know,” said Adrienne. “I believe not.” 

“I can’t help that,” said Germaine. “I have no 
time to bother about such things. Go on: “ ‘ very 
sincerely yours.’ . . . Sign it, and address the en- 
velope, 

“<The Mother Superior, Saint-Blaise Hospital.’ 
. - » What department is Saint-Blaise in?” 

“TI don’t know.” 

“Look it up.in Larousse. But make haste. It’s 
going to rain and papa will be hurrying back.” 

Adrienne took one of the books from the shelf at 
the back of the writing-desk, and began to look 
through it. As she turned over its pages, her fin- 
gers trembling from haste, Germaine, raised upon 
one elbow, was watching the garden gate. Her 
face was set, but a strange intent look in her eyes 
betrayed her anxiety. Mechanically she drew a cor- 
ner of her shawl across her chest. 
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“Well?” she said impatiently, rapping the arm of 
the sofa with her hand. 

Adrienne closed the dictionary and completed the 
address. 

“Céte-d’Or,” she replied. “I’m writing it down.” 

“Very good! Now seal the envelope. You will 
find a stamp in the small drawer. This afternoon 
when you go out with papa, you will slip this letter 
in the box.” 

She stopped and seemed to be racking her brain. 

“Wait,” she continued in a hurried voice. “There 
was something else. ... Oh yes! Put the book 
back. You must write to the livery stable to send 
a carriage to-morrow morning and tell the man to 
stop at the corner of rue Carnot, at half past six.” 

“Half past six!’ exclaimed Adrienne. 

“I want to go before papa is up. Tell the cab 
people to have it there sharp on time—say, quarter 
past six—and that I’ll be outside with my baggage.” 

“Suppose it’s raining ra 

The old maid gave a frightened start. It was 
clear she had not thought of such a contingency. 
But she recovered her composure. 

“So much the worse,” said she. “I’ll be there in 
any case. I can take an umbrella. It will be all 
right. . . . Ah, the key of the gate! You’ll find 
it in papa’s waistcoat pocket.” 

“Papa’s waistcoat pocket! But—when, Ger- 
maine?” 
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“Oh, I don’t know—this evening. Here comes the 
rain!” 

Adrienne got up and went over to the sofa. The 
headlong fashion in which Germaine spoke had ended 
by making her as nervous as the invalid herself. 

“How do you expect I’m going to get at the 
key?” she asked. 

Germaine looked at her with a face twisted by 
anguish. 

“Wait till late to-night. Go into his room. He 
keeps the key in his right-hand waistcoat pocket. 
Take it; open the gate with it; then go in again and 
put it back. Will you—or won’t you?” 

Adrienne hesitated. 

“Will you do it?” said Germaine, desperately. 
“Say ‘yes.’ Oh, I implore you! If I could only do 
it myself! What are you afraid of? That he'll wake 
up?” 

Her face seemed to clear. She lifted herself on 
her elbow and said, lowering her voice as she spoke: 

“I swear to you he won’t wake. Isn’t he always 
saying he never moves at night and that a clap of 
thunder would not rouse him? Do you hear? I 
swear it.” 

“All right,” said Adrienne. 

Suddenly she herself was seized with a sort of en- 
thusiasm for the plot. 

“Of course he won’t wake!” she cried. ‘How ab- 
surd! I'll write to the livery stable. How long are 
you going to be away?” 
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“T don’t know. Don’t forget—quarter past six.” 

The gate at the bottom of the garden opened. 
They saw Mesurat hurrying up the central path. 
Adrienne slipped the letter inside her bodice, and 
put the pen and ink back on the writing-desk. As 
her father entered the parlor she was busy dusting 
the brass candelabra on the mantelpiece. Germaine’s 
eyes were closed. She seemed to be sleeping. 

All that afternoon Mesurat and his daughters 
watched the sky, with an anxiety that was the same 
for all three and differed only in the degrees of its 
intensity. Would it clear? Three pairs of eyes ran- 
sacked the clouds for some promise of fair weather. 
But the annoyance the old man felt at seeing a threat 
to his daily constitutional was as nothing compared 
with Adrienne’s concern and the sheer terror which 
gripped Germaine’s heart. If they had been at all 
religious, the two women would have been praying. 
At each gust of rain they exchanged a look charged 
with terrible dismay. Looking at them, one would 
have imagined that their lives depended on the state 
of the weather between four and five. 

To understand fully such a state of mind, it is 
perhaps as well to recall for a moment the manner 
of existence shared by the two sisters. It may even 
appear surprising that after having lived for so long 
a time under circumstances of insufferable monotony, 
they had not discovered in themselves sufficient pa- 
tience to endure just a little longer and to wait for 
a favorable day to put their project into execution. 
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If Germaine was unable to go away the day fol- 
lowing, what hindered her postponing her journey 
until the next day, or even the next week at need? 

But the human heart is thus made. It is capable 
of letting years elapse without once dreaming of re- 
bellion against its lot. Finally a day arrives when, 
at one stroke, endurance reaches its term. The rem- 
edy must be instant or it is useless. To defer, for 
a single day longer, an enterprise of which the vic- 
tim had not the remotest idea the day before, 
means losing everything. Upon the sofa where she 
had passed so many hours immobile as a statue, Ger- 
maine now tossed from side to side, the prey to an 
anguish which forced her to press her hands upon 
her breast, or to hide her face to smother a moan, 
listening to the clock strike every quarter, imploring 
from the sky that clear patch of blue which the 
capricious wind promised and refused by turns. 

The afternoon dragged on interminably. After 
lunch the rain stopped. The sky assumed a whitish 
pallor which it seemed fated to keep until the end 
of the day. Germaine’s miserable restlessness had 
by now infected Adrienne. She ended by coming to 
sit near the sofa, so as to be able to speak to the 
invalid the moment a chance presented itself and to 
settle upon the last detail of their conspiracy. 

If Mesurat had been advised of what was going 
on he could not have clung more steadfastly to the 
parlor. Seated in his armchair, he was perusing the 
advertisement columns of his newspaper with the 
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close attention of the aimless reader. Every now 
and then he looked up to yawn or to ask some trivial 
question which further exasperated the nerves of his 
daughters. Adrienne had taken up a book and pre- 
tended not to hear what her father said. It was 
Germaine who replied in monosyllables. Two hours 
passed. 

At last the old man got up, left the room, and 
stationed himself at the head of the garden steps. 

‘Adrienne, the stamps!”’ said Germaine in a hoarse 
whisper. “You will find them in the little drawer 
on the right of the desk. And look and see if there 
is any money in the bottom drawer.” 

The girl tiptoed to the secretary. She opened and 
closed the drawer stealthily. She came back to the 
sofa. 

“I’ve got the stamps,” she said under her breath. 

“And the money?” 

“TI had no time to look. He’s coming back.” 

Germaine made an angry gesture. 

“He’s not! He hasn’t moved. I can see him from 
here. I’ll let you know if he does. Quick!” 

She pushed her away toward the desk. Adrienne 
returned and opened the drawer of which her sister 
had spoken. It was chock-full of papers. But upon 
a pile of receipted bills she spied a portfolio and 
seized it. She was going to open it when she heard 
Mesurat shutting the outer door behind him. She 
closed the drawer and had barely time to throw the 
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portfolio upon her sister’s knees before the old man 
came in. 

“Aren’t you reading?” he asked, seeing her in 
the middle of the room. 

“No,” she answered, turning away to hide her 
flushed cheeks. 

“It’s going to clear up,” said the father, sitting 
down again in his armchair. “We shall be able to 
go out in an hour.” 

She sat down and took up her book again. Her 
heart was beating fast and she feared her father 
would catch the sound of her oppressed breathing. 
But he was humming an air, wagging his head from 
side to side. At the end of a few minutes he fell 
asleep. 

“Well,” said Adrienne, leaning toward her sister. 

“It’s empty,” said Germaine. “Look again.” 

“T can’t do it,” said the girl, emphatically. 

“That means you don’t want me to go?” 

Adrienne bit her lips. In her mind’s eye she saw 
the little white house and the interior of the room 
with its red tablecloth so easily visible from the third- 
story window. It seemed to her that good luck in 
her love affair depended now on her sister’s depar- 
ture. Germaine guessed the thoughts that were 
flitting through the girl’s head and went on: 

“I can’t go away without money. Look again |” 

Adrienne bowed her head and seemed to be think- 
ing hard. 

“How much do you want?” she asked. 
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“Four hundred francs for the journey alone,” said 
Germaine, promptly. 

“And afterward P? 

Germaine waved her hand as though to imply that 
only the immediate future was worrying her. 

“I have my jewels,” she said at last. “I can get 
on somehow.” 

And she added, impatiently: 

“The great thing is to get away, isn’t it? I must 
have some ready money for that.” 

Adrienne’s eyes showed plainly the perplexity of 
her mind. She clasped her hands across her knees. 

“YT can lend you that much,” she said, as though 
by an effort. 

Germaine looked at her coldly. 

“Out of your savings?” 

VY as,” 

“All right. Lend me five hundred francs.” 

Adrienne rose and stole out of the room. Once 
outside, she sighed deeply. It came very hard to 
her to part with the money that her father had been 
making her set aside for four years. But she told 
herself that she would willingly give twice as much 
to have her sister out of the house. She went up to 
her room, took a little olive-wood box out of her 
’ wardrobe, and opened it with a copper key. Inside 
were more than three hundred gold coins in little 
papered rolls. They were Christmas and Easter 
gifts, and birthday presents made her by Mesurat 
and an old cousin, dead not so long ago. She took 
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a roll of twenty-five coins, put back the box, and 
locked the wardrobe. For a moment she stood mo- 
tionless in the middle of her room. Was it joy or 
regret that pierced her heart? She went to the win- 
dow and looked at the little white house on the street 
corner. The sight restored her courage. She re- 
membered the two letters that she had to mail, took 
them from her bodice, sealed the envelopes, and 
affixed the stamps. Then she went downstairs. 

Her father still slept. Upon her sister’s face was 
an expression of intense anxiety. The old maid 
signed for her to come nearer. 

“Have you got the money?” she whispered. 

Adrienne gave her the roll. Without a word Ger- 
maine assured herself that the paper was firmly fas- 
tened, and slipped it inside her dress. Then she fell 
back on the cushions. 

“What were you doing up there all the time?” she 
asked, fretfully. “He might have heard you walk- 
ing about. Are the stamps on the envelopes?” 

Adrienne nodded, and sat down in an armchair. 
(Chere was nothing to do now but wait. 
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Chapter Eleven 


our o’clock struck at last. Mesurat rose from 

his seat to go out with his daughter. Adrienne 
was already dressed for the street. She had put on 
a short blue jacket with sleeves puffed at the shoul- 
ders, and a black straw hat, tilted forward a little 
to leave room for the heavy masses of her hair. She 
wore thread gloves and held an umbrella whose metal 
collar she was nervously clicking up and down. 

“Come on,” said her father, noticing her impa- 
tience, but little guessing its cause. “Let’s get out.” 

He added with a glance at the sky, “If the weather 
stays fine there will be a concert in the public gar- 
dens.” 

They started at once. Although the girl knew 
every step of the route they would follow, she was 
none the less extremely nervous. She told herself 
that if her father should decide to cross the street 
just a few yards beyond the usual spot, she would 
be unable to mail the letters. This accident, how- 
ever, failed to occur, and Adrienne was able to carry 
out her program. Keeping close to the wall, she 
slipped the letters in the slot with a rapid movement 
which did not arouse the slightest suspicion. Her 
success filled her with such joy that she could not 
keep herself from seizing her father’s arm and lean- 
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ing toward him as though impelled by a sudden im- 
pulse of affection. 

““What’s the matter?” asked the old man, in sur- 
prise. 

Adrienne blushed and let go his arm. 

“T felt a little tired,” she stammered. 

“Tired? How absurd! You have not walked fifty 
yards.” 

They went on in silence. A few moments later 
the trees of the little square, which the municipality 
had deeded to the town, came into sight. The town- 
hall clock was striking quarter past four. Several 
groups of pedestrians were making for the center of 
the park, not without casting frequent looks of 
anxiety toward the sky. After passing the central 
gate Adrienne and her father followed the main alley 
toward the bandstand, whose red-tiled roof and slim 
columns were visible a long way off above the trees. 
Around this edifice, designed with an evident attempt 
to imitate Chinese architecture, were ranged a large 
number of folding chairs, many of them already oc- 
cupied. A custom of more than a dozen years’ stand- 
ing assigned to M. Mesurat and his daughter two 
good places below the spot where the leader of the 
orchestra took up his stand. As they made their way 
there between the outer seats the young girl touched 
her father’s elbow. 

“Papa,” she said, “some one has taken our seats.”” 

This was indeed the case. A stout woman, dressed 
in brown, was sitting on Adrienne’s chair. 


THE CLOSED GARDEN 129 


“What a nuisance!” said M. Mesurat, the most 
timid of men once his foot was over his own door- 
step. “Explain to the lady.” 

And he hung back a little while his daughter went 
toward the offender. 

She stood opposite her, and said: 

“Madame, I’m very sorry iH 

Her protest died away on her lips. She was 
speaking to Mme. Legras! 

‘What are you sorry about, mademoiselle?” said 
Mme. Legras, raising her head. She had a voice 
that was at once level and ironic, and a quizzical ex- 
pression in her eyes. Although she did not seem 
more than forty, her face already bore the stigmata 
of middle age. It was oval, a little too full, but with 
something pleasant in the regularity of its lines. 
Her aquiline nose, her thick lips, bespoke a sensuality 
quite in harmony with the majestic air which good 
features assume when fat begins to invade them. She 
wore a serge jacket with revers of taffeta. It was 
half open and showed a jabot of heavy lace that fell 
over the front of her shirtwaist. A veil that drooped 
from her hat hid her hair, but one guessed it was 
abundant. She exhaled a strong odor of toilet 
powder. 

“T hope you are not going to tell me that I have 
your chair,” she went on. “It will make the third 
time I have been disturbed, and I don’t budge again 
for anyone.” 

And then, as if the conjuncture were the most 
natural thing in the world: 
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“Besides, I know you. You are my neighbor at 
Villa des Charmes.” 

Adrienne bent her head. She stood rooted to the 
spot, divided between resentment at seeing this 
woman occupy her place, and surprise at finding 
herself suddenly in the presence of Mme. Legras. 

“It doesn’t matter,” she managed to murmur at 
last. ‘‘We’ll sit somewhere else.” 

“Sit down beside me. Who is with you?” 

M. Mesurat came forward with a hang-dog air. 
Adrienne introduced him awkwardly and both sat 
down, the girl between Mme. Legras and her father. 
Without realizing it, she was ashamed of the old 
man, and turned her face to Mme. Legras as though 
to prevent her seeing him. But the lady in brown 
was inquisitive. She moved her own head back and 
forth and examined the old man out of the tail of her 
eye. He turned away slightly, uneasy under her ob- 
servation and furious, moreover, at not occupying his 
usual place. A pretty figure he would cut if some 
one should come up and claim the chair on which 
he was sitting! 

“Your father is a good-looking man,” whispered 
Mme. Legras in Adrienne’s ear. “But a little shy, 
isn’t he?” 

“Yes, madame.” 

“I thought so. A fine head. I’ll wager he’s a re- 
tired officer.” 


Adrienne turned red. Not for worlds, it seemed 
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to her, would she admit what her father’s profession 
had been. 

“He did his military service at Bourges,” she stam- 
mered. 

And she added quickly, opening her hand-bag: 

“T must buy a program of the music.” 

“TI have one,” said Mme. Legras. 

She passed the folded sheet she held in her hand. 
Adrienne examined it a moment. But the letters 
swam before her eyes and she could not read a word. 
At this moment Mme. Legras leaned forward and 
spoke across her to M. Mesurat. 

“T see you are musical, monsieur.” 

The amiable and trifling question made the old 
man blush. He passed his thumb nail down his beard 
and answered shortly that he always attended the 
concerts of the Harmonic Society. Mme. Legras 
nodded and smiled brightly. She had long even 
teeth and seemed quite proud of them. 

“You were telling me he was an officer at 
Bourges,” she murmured in Adrienne’s ear. “Have 
you been at La Tour l’Evéque a long time?” 

The girl was opening her mouth to reply when 
exclamations that broke out all around saved her the 
trouble. The band had arrived. People who had 
been drifting around the bandstand without making 
up their minds where to sit, rushed toward the free 
seats and took noisy possession of them. An in- 
stant later the instruments began to tune up. The 
orchestra broke into a brilliant overture. 
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Adrienne had been attending these concerts too 
long a time to take a very lively pleasure in them 
now. Without being a musician, she judged rightly 
that these soldiers played only moderately well and 
that the quality of their instruments corresponded 
poorly with the intentions of the composer. To-day, 
however, she experienced a singular emotion that be- 
gan with the first bars. Recent events in her life 
had rendered her susceptible. She listened to a long 
phrase that rose in languid tempo and passed by a 
sudden effort into a rhythm that became more and 
more rapid. She was melted at once, as by a sudden 
voice which spoke to her in a language she alone 
could understand. Between herself and the orchestra 
that mysterious correspondence set in, that secret 
conversation, so to speak, which is music’s most po- 
tent charm and which easily explains why its reac- 
tions upon women are so strong and immediate. She 
listened. As theme after theme followed, in which 
joy seemed to invoke sorrow, and sorrow joy, the 
melody tore at her heart even while it was bringing 
tears of pleasure to her eyes. In the different 
rhythms, which seemed to be the pulsations of her 
own heart, she recognized herself. She recalled her 
suffering, her loneliness, and those wild outbursts 
of laughter on the state highway that were sadder 
than any sighs. A feeling overcame her that was 
almost suffocation. It seemed to her as though, in 
a moment, she lived through all that she had suffered 
during months, and these sufferings appeared all 
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the truer and livelier for being uttered by a voice 
that was not hers. For the first time the tale 
of her own sorrows was heard by her in all its force- 
fulness. It was possible, she thought, that she might 
have become resigned to them in time, as one becomes 
resigned to a wound that will not heal. But this 
music explained everything, showed her only too 
clearly the reason for her suffering. She had a feel- 
ing of humiliation, and looked at Mme. Legras 
askance, as though her neighbor must surely rec- 
ognize her as the heroine of this melodic tale of woe. 
But the stout lady seemed quite msensible to the 
beauties which stirred Adrienne so profoundly. She 
was casting her eyes around with an interested and 
complacent air. 

The overture ended amid a salvo of applause which 
made Adrienne start in her chair. She became con- 
scious of a hand that was pressing her own kindly 
but firmly. Turning her head, she met the eyes of 
Mme. Legras, who was looking at her closely. 

“Come,” said the new acquaintance, “is it the 
music that is making you cry?” 

“J didn’t know I was crying,” answered Adrienne, 
forcing a smile. She would have liked to free her 
hand, but Mme. Legras held it so tightly that she 
could not do so without seeming ungracious. 

“What was the name of the last piece?” she asked. 

“T don’t know,” said Mme. Legras. ‘“ ‘Dame 
Blanche’—or something of the sort. You know you 
are coming back to have something at my house,” 


184 THE CLOSED GARDEN 


she went on in a tone that was at once playful but 
determined. ‘‘We are neighbors and will have to 
know one another.” 

Adrienne blushed with pleasure. She had a sud- 
den conviction that the overture just heard was 
_ really the magnificent prelude to a new life. Of 
course! ‘That was why it had moved her so deeply! 
This woman, practically a stranger, who asked her 
to her house the first time they met, was no accident. 
She was on the point of asking her whether she could 
see the rooms that opened on the rue Carnot, and 
was turning her eyes, shining with gratitude, upon 
Mme. Legras, quite ready to accept her invitation, 
when she thought of her sister. Perhaps she ought 
to see that everything was in order for her departure. 
The least mistake might prove fatal. 

“T’m afraid I can’t to-day,” she said. 

“Why not?” 

Her new friend’s air was suspicious, as though the 
mere fact of having known Adrienne for five minutes 
gave her a right to share her secrets. The girl shook 
her head. 

“Some other day, madame, with pleasure.” 

“Come to-morrow.” 

“Yes, to-morrow.” 

The thought struck her that her father might raise 
objections and even forbid her going to Mme. 
Legras. But he was reading a program which he 
had picked up from the grass, and did not seem to 
have heard. Adrienne leaned closer to her neighbor. 
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“Don’t say anything about it to my father,” she 
murmured in her ear, adding, as Mme. Legras’s face 
evidenced her surprise, “I will explain later.” 

A blare of brass instruments cut the conversation 
short. The orchestra was taking the key. After 
a brief silence it broke into a noisy and pompous 
march. Adrienne recognized, with indescribable dis- 
gust, the tune her father was so fond of humming 
and which he fas accompanying now with furtive 
little nods. Seized with sudden irritation, she 
clenched the hasp of her hand-bag between her fingers 
with all her might. This was her life till to-day, 
this dull ugly march that was making so many eyes 
sparkle round her. She could hear Mesurat blowing 
out the lamp and his heavy tread as he mounted the 
stairs, whistling into his mustache. She was horrified 
at herself and turned cold as though seized by 
nausea. 

Amid the tumult of applause she heard the level 
voice of her new friend saying: 

“What wretched music!” 

She would have liked to shake her hand for the 
words, but did not dare. Drops of rain began to 
patter overhead. A few people opened their um- 
brellas. Others got up, hesitated, and turned their 
eyes upon the musicians, who stood consulting among 
themselves. The shower grew heavier and there was 
a general rush for shelter. Some climbed the steps 
of the bandstand; others made for the trees. Mesurat 
took his daughter by the arm. 
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“Come on,” said he. 

“Good-by, people,” cried Mme. Legras, who had 
opened a tiny blue silk umbrella. “I’m going to take 
shelter here.” As Adrienne looked back at her, she 
gave a wink of connivance, and disappeared in the 
crowd. 
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Chapter Twelve 


$s THE gate of the Villa des Charmes closed be- 
hind her, Adrienne felt she was reéntering a 
prison. From her conversation with Mme. Legras 
she brought back a sort of nostalgia for liberty which 
was very painful. The mere thought of this woman, 
able to come and go just as she pleased . . . ! She 
crossed the little garden, picking her way among the 
puddles, and ran up the steps, on which the drops of . 
rain were pelting. In the hall she stamped her feet 
once or twice, wiped her shoes, and went into the 
parlor. 

It was quite gloomy there, for the Villa des 
Charmes was a dark house once its windows were . 
closed. A moment later Mesurat entered in his turn, 
slightly out of breath. 

“They hadn’t time to play all the program,” he 
explained to Germaine, who was in her accustomed 
place on the sofa, “Just an overture and then a 
march. You know the one és 

He hummed the opening bars. 

As Adrienne passed behind him she shrugged her 
shoulders and threw up her eyes. 

“Many people there?” asked Germaine. 

“Not one empty place,” said Mesurat. “A big 
success.” 
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“We met Madame Legras,” said Adrienne, who 
was unable to refrain from speaking of her new 
friend. ‘The very sound of the name seemed to abate 
the sadness and boredom which weighed upon the 
room. She took off her hat, peeled off her gloves, 
which were sticking to her hands from the rain, and 
put them on the marble-topped table. 

“Yes,” said the old man, turning to his younger 
daughter. “A rather pretentious woman—eh?” 

Adrienne turned red. 

“Because she’s well dressed? I don’t think so at 
all.” 

“Possibly,” said the old man, nettled at even a 
hint of contradiction. “I think so, anyhow.” And 
he sat down in an armchair. 

“No one knows anything about her husband,” he 
continued. “He comes down for week-ends, some- 
times. I’ve heard they are rich.” 

“Rich?” said Germaine, echoing him. 

“Yes,” said Mesurat, raising his forefinger impres- 
sively. “But no one seems to know how they made 
their money.” 

Adrienne picked up her hat and gloves and left 
the room. This gossip was not to her taste and she 
was sorry she had mentioned the name of her new 
friend before her father and sister. As she left the 
parlor she experienced an almost physical relief. 
She felt inclined to dance and jump like a child, and 
ran upstairs to take a look at the villa which she 
was going to visit next day. Suddenly she felt 
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happy. She thanked her stars that she had at least 
a room of her own where she could take refuge— 
where she could shut the door, amuse herself with 
her plans and hopes for the future, and hide the in- 
explicable access of happiness which had taken such 
sudden possession of her. 

She closed the door, sat down at a window, and 
drew back the curtains. It was pouring harder than 
ever. The sky was growing darker and darker. The 
paving stones glistened and yellow water was pouring 
down the gutters. The monotonous drumming of 
the rain filled the street. 

At the end of a few minutes Adrienne heard the 
wheels of a carriage coming from the town. Pres- 
ently she perceived a cab turn into the street and 
pull up before the Villa Legras. The leather hood, 
streaming with rain, was down, and the girl merely 
got a glimpse of her new friend as she jumped out 
and turned hurriedly to the gate, after calling out 
something to the coachman which Adrienne could not 
catch. The gate opened and clanged to noisily. 
Mme. Legras ran across the garden, climbed the 
steps as fast as her stout legs would allow her, and 
kept ringing impatiently at the door. There was 
a chorus of barking from inside the house. The door 
opened and Mme. Legras disappeared within. 

The incident had lasted only a few instants. The 
carriage had turned and taken its way back to the 
town before Adrienne let the curtain fall. Sitting 
down again, she buried herself anew in her reflec- 
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tions. What independence her neighbor enjoyed! 
Fancy being able to take a cab—to do what one liked. 
She got up and glued her forehead to the blurred 
pane. Through the meshes of the blind the walls of 
the little house where Maurecourt lived gleamed 
white in the gathering dusk. Above the black slate 
roof the top of the young tree drooped motionless 
beneath the rain. Downstairs Mesurat was talking 
to Germaine. The confused hum of his voice reached 
her ears. She grew sad again, just as suddenly as, 
a few moments ago, she had become gay. The happy 
mood departed as it had come, at one blow. 

After dinner it was so cold that Germaine asked 
for a brushwood fire in the grate. Otherwise, she 
said, she could not stay in the room. Her father at 
first demurred, indignant at the idea of a fire in early 
June. Eventually he agreed that it was not warm, 
and offered himself to lay the green branches at the 
back of the hearth. What he dreaded above all 
things was the loss of his card game. Of course a 
fire in summer was extraordinary—ridiculous! But 
he consented to violate custom rather than sacrifice 
a habit that was growing more and more precious to 
him. His game of trente-et-wn had become the crown 
upon his evening. After it was over, he could blow 
out the lamp and sleep, telling himself he had had 
a busy day. 

While he crouched before the fireplace, Adrienne 
shuffled the pack silently, her arms upon the table. 
Beside her, her elder sister reclined rather than sat 
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im an armchair, following her father’s every move- 
ment with an absorbed and fevered eye. She was 
wearing a sort of knitted sweater. Over her shoulders 
she had thrown a serge jacket, whose sleeves hung be- 
low the arms of her chair. Her congested face told 
of the conflict that was raging within. As Mesurat 
raised and lowered the iron shutter with a great clat- 
ter, she profited by his absorption to lean toward 
Adrienne. 

“Have the letters gone?” she asked in a low voice. 

The girl nodded her head. Germaine closed her 
eyes with an air of immense relief. A moment passed. 
Mesurat rose to his feet and with a thrust of his 
slippered foot pushed up the shutter. The whole 
parlor was illumined with a rosy light that danced 
over walls and ceiling. The branches writhed and 
crackled in the flame. Germaine opened her eyes. 
Her eyes met those of the old man. He was look- 
ing at her closely, a little red from his efforts, and 
dusting his hands against one another. 

“Well! Now are you satisfied?” he asked. 

She murmured a “yes” and sat up straighter. Her 
wasted hands took up the cards as her sister dealt 
them before her one by one. 

Mesurat, who kept looking at the fire, was seized 
with a sudden idea. 

“Adrienne,” said he, “where have you put your 
shoes?” 

“In the kitchen,” answered the girl. “They dry 
quicker there.” 
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He left the room. Germaine’s eyes followed him 
out of the door. She turned to her sister. 

“Adrienne,” she said, quickly. 

“What do you want?” asked the girl. 

She was struck by the strange expression of her 
sister’s face. The old maid seemed to be smiling. 
There was a look in her eyes Adrienne had never 
seen before. 

“What do you want, Germaine?” she repeated. 

Germaine put out a hand toward her, but she did 
not take it. 

“l’m going away, Adrienne,” said the woman in a 
strangled voice. “I shall never come back.” 

She passed her handkerchief across her lips and 
added, as her head drooped lower: 

“Never. It’s all finished and done with. All over - 
—finished 

Suddenly she fell forward, her face on the 
outspread cards, and began to sob convulsively. 
Adrienne got up. 

“What is the matter, Germaine?” she faltered. 

Gingerly, and with the tips of her fingers, she 
touched her sister’s shoulder, which quivered from 
time to time as the result of a sort of hiccough. But 
Germaine could not control her emotion. 

“Be quiet! Be quiet!” pleaded the girl. “Papa 
will be here in a minute.” 

The father’s footsteps, in fact, were to be heard 
in the passage leading from the kitchen. Germaine 
sat up. Putting her handkerchief, rolled into a ball, 
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between her teeth, she contrived to stifle her tears. 
Finally the fear of arousing her father’s suspicions 
restored her to calm. Adrienne sat down and con- 
tinued to deal. 

“Look here!” said Mesurat, entering the room. 
“They were soaked through. They would never 
have got dry in -the kitchen.” 

He was holding, one in each hand, a pair of shoes, 
which he proceeded to put before the fire, carefully 
and with the toes outward. Adrienne and Germaine 
looked at him, the same expression of curiosity and 
disgust upon both faces. He squatted on his 
haunches before the blaze, recalling in a fashion that 
was hateful, through sheer ridiculousness, a little 
urchin making mud pies. Adrienne felt her face 
flush with shame and lowered her lids. But Ger- 
maine did not turn away her head. 

“Come, papa,” said Adrienne, tapping on the table 
with her cards. “They’re all right now. Come and 
play.” 

Putting one hand upon the carpet, he shambled 
to his feet and drew his armchair to the table. 

“Who leads?” said he. 

He sat down, took up his hand, and examined it. 

“T do,” said Adrienne. 

She threw a card to the center of the table. Ger- 
maine covered it with one of hers. Mesurat let a 
third fall upon the pair. No one broke silence until 
the end of the game. 
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Although she was overcome with fatigue, Adrienne 
slept badly. She had managed to slip into her 
father’s room and take the key from his waistcoat 
pocket. The task was not a difficult one, for the 
old man fell asleep quickly and slept heavily. But 
her terror of waking him, of stumbling against a 
chair, of hearing him cry out, and of being discov- 
ered, made the sweat run down the girl’s face. She 
regained her own room trembling in every limb, and 
the prey to an agitation that robbed her of all her 
strength. She undressed in the dark and threw her- 
self upon her bed. 

She had been asleep only a few minutes when she 
woke up as suddenly as though some one had touched 
her on the shoulder, saying, “Come, open your eyes, 
think—think!”” She tossed from side to side, seek- 
ing some spot on her pillow which the weight of her 
head had not yet hollowed. But it was in vain that 
she sought to escape from the obsession of her 
thoughts. Her restless sleep was at an end. 

The events which were imminent compelled her 
to think over the past few weeks. She tried to con- 
nect the past with the future, imagining, by some 
mysterious logic, that she would most likely succeed 
in guessing what the future reserved for her by re- 
calling all the good and bad that had befallen her 
in the recent past. What place did her love occupy 
in her life? Had it effected any change at all? At 
first she was tempted to answer “No” to this ques- 
tion. Immediately afterward she reflected that she 
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would not have shown such zeal in seconding Ger- 
maine’s flight if she had not coveted her sister’s 
room. Why did she want this room so? Then she 
thought of Mme. Legras. She had blushed before 
this stout commonplace woman like a little girl; she 
had spoken to her with all the affability of which she 
was capable. To-morrow she was going to call upon. 
her. Why? What did she hope for? She did not 
dare even to name it to herself. But here, too, she 
perceived the great fact of her love. 

Her thoughts reverted to the object of her pas- 
sion itself, the man who without willing it or even 
being conscious of what he was doing, was rendering 
her unhappy. It seemed to her that, for some time, 
her suffering had been less. Perhaps this was be- 
cause she had not laid eyes on him since the day she 
cut her arms. Then why was she striving to see him 
again? Why did she keep a watch on the road for 
the greater part of the day? Was it not quite pos- 
sible that, if she never saw him again, she might be 
entirely cured of her obsession? Yet the very thought 
filled her eyes with tears. Wiping them on the 
edge of the sheet, she said to herself: “Some people 
are sick, and I am in love. There’s nothing to be 
done about it.” 

Still crying, she ended by falling asleep again. 

Early next morning she was awakened by some 
one rapping softly at her door. She jumped out of 
bed and opened it. Germaine stood outside. Her 
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hollow cheeks were frightful. Dark circles were 
round her eyes and it was evident she had not slept. 

“You’re really going, then?” asked Adrienne. 

“Really going,” answered Germaine in a deter- 
mined voice. ‘Give me the key.” 

She was dressed in black and had all she could 
do to carry a little bulging hand-bag. Her hat was 
too big for her face and gave her a grotesque air. 
She caught Adrienne’s glance and said: 

“Yes, I took one of your hats. Mine were too 
old.” 

Something was troubling her. She set down her 
valise and leaned against the door-frame while 
Adrienne was getting the key. 

“Thank you,” said Germaine as she took it. “It’s 
only half past five. Ill wait downstairs.” 

Adrienne assented mutely. She did not care for 
the way her sister looked at her—so seriously and so 
uneasily. Suddenly Germaine spoke. 

“Aw revoir, Adrienne,” she faltered. 

“Aw revoir.” 

Yet Germaine lingered. She looked at Adrienne’s 
set face with a look of despair on her own. 

“Will you write me?” she asked at length. 

The girl shrugged her shoulders. With a sudden 
gesture Germaine reached out her arms; her lips 
were quivering and tears stood in her eyes. But 
Adrienne, terrified, stepped back into her room. 
Without another word Germaine picked up her 
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valise and descended the stairs softly, her hand 
against the wall. 

Adrienne went back to bed. With her head upon 
the pillow anew, she could hear her sister open the 
dining-room door and shut it quietly behind her. 
It was raining. The drops pattered on the window 
with an almost imperceptible noise. The girl drew 
up the bedclothes to her chin, and with her eyes fixed 
upon the ceiling gave way to reflection. She re- 
gretted not having kissed Germaine, or, rather, not 
having been able to kiss her; for the moment she had 
seen her stretch out her arms a feeling of invincible 
horror had made her step back. Perhaps one kiss 
would have been enough to give her the malady from 
which her sister suffered. The old maid had assured 
her that her disease was not contagious. But didn’t 
all sick people say the same? 

Adrienne was wide awake by now. Her fears re- 
turned. Suppose her father got up a little earlier, 
went downstairs to the dining-room, and found his 
daughter dressed and ready to go out! But this was 
impossible! The only thing to be feared was that 
he might hear the wheels of the cab as it stopped at 
the street corner. And, even so—what could he do? 
She rid her head of such thoughts and replaced them 
by plans for the day which was already dawning. 
In the morning she would go up to her sister’s room. 
In the afternoon she would go to see Mme. Legras. 

Six o’clock struck. For the first time, she began 
to wonder how M. Mesurat would take the disappear- 
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ance of his elder daughter. After a moment’s re- 
flection she determined to pretend ignorance and let 
him discover everything for himself. She could not 
repress a laugh as she pictured to herself the stupe- 
faction of the old man, and hid her face under the 
clothes as though afraid her merriment would be 
overheard by him. 

Suddenly she caught the sound of a door being 
opened stealthily. Germaine was leaving the dining- 
room. She crossed the parlor and went down the 
passage. “The idiot!” said the girl to herself. “She 
is shuffling her feet!” At the end of a few seconds 
another door opened and shut. Now Adrienne could 
hear her sister’s feet on the gravel of the walk. Her 
heart began to thump. She could not resist the 
temptation of getting up and going to the window. 
Germaine had reached the end of the path. She 
was standing before the gate and bending down. 
Her valise and her open umbrella were at her feet, 
crushing a pink geranium. Now she was stooping 
lower; her arched back, her black dress, made her 
look like some great insect. Her arms were moving. 
Adrienne heard the screech of the key as it turned 
in the lock. Instinctively she stuffed her fingers in 
her ears. How was it possible her father should not 
hear? But Germaine opened the gate, picked up her 
_ valise, then her umbrella, and disappeared. 

Adrienne went back to bed. From under her pil- 
low she pulled a little gold watch which she wore in 
her belt by day. It was five minutes past six. Why 
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had Germaine left the house so early? The rain 
would chill her to the bone. She shut her eyes and 
snuggled down under the blankets, in the middle of 
the mattress. She longed to fall asleep and not to 
be forced to live through the moments that crawled 
so slowly. There was a moment when she thought 
she heard her father’s feet descending the staircase, 
and flung back the bedclothes, seized with sudden 
panic. But her ears had deceived her. Nothing 
broke the silence except the rustle of the rain against 
the windows. 

Lying still presently became unbearable. She got 
up and threw on a dressing-gown. Why on earth 
didn’t the cab come? Why didn’t the clock strike 
the quarter past six? Without reflecting that of 
these two questions, the second answered the first, 
she began to walk to and fro between the bed and 
the window, in the grip of a terror she could not 
master. 

She heard her sister coughing in the street out- 
side. The bell of a church a long way off rang once. 
Watch in hand, she sat down near the window. From 
here she could see, if not her sister, at least her 
sister’s valise. Her eyes went back and forth from 
the face of the little watch in her palm to the worn 
leather of the shabby suitcase. The water was pour- 
ing down the side of the street with a peculiar un- 
dulation given it by the shape of the cobblestones, 
which made the gutter resemble a great plait of hair. 
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Even in her impatience she noted this detail, glad 
of any distraction that helped pass the time. 

At last she heard wheels coming down a street: 
near by. This must be the cab! It was by now 
twenty minutes past six. She got to her feet, waving 
her hands like an excited child. As the cab hove 
in sight she covered her face with them. Of course, 
the noise would awake her father! But her fear was 
short-lived. The carriage had stopped at the cor- 
ner of the street. Germame was furling her um- 
brella. She threw it, together with her valise, under 
the enormous leather hood. She gripped the little 
iron rail of the coachman’s seat, and hoisted herself, 
as best she might, into the carriage. Adrienne had 
the impression that she fell as she tried to sit down. 

A few moments later the street was as empty and 
as silent as before. Above the roof of the little white 
house the dark leaves of the tall young tree were 
trembling in the morning breeze. 
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Chapter Thirteen 


HAT morning, as she entered the dining-room, 
she could not keep the blood from rising to her 
cheeks. She dreaded the moment when her father 
would ask her where Germaine was. To her great 
surprise, she found him reading his paper and only 
two places set at. the table. Her confusion grew 
when the old man said “Good morning” to her from 
behind his newspaper, in a voice that did not seem 
in any way changed. As though in a dream, she sat 
down. With a shaking hand she poured out. her 
coffee and broke a roll into two pieces. Her heart 
was pounding in her bosom and she could not keep 
her eyes from her father. But the thick red fingers 
of old Mesurat were holding his journal without a 
tremor, and its pages hid his face completely. 

She began to eat. Suddenly he let his paper fall 
to the ground and drew in his chair. 

“What's the matter this morning?” said he. “You 
don’t ask me for the weather forecast.” 

Without waiting for an answer, he pulled a crum- 
pled scrap of paper from his pocket and threw it 
under his daughter’s eyes. 

“Read that!” 

It was a note of four lines written in pencil. 
Adrienne recognized Germaine’s writing and read: 
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“T am going away, papa. Don’t try to 
find me. No one knows my address. I have 
taken what belonged to me from mamma’s 
jewel case. Good-by.” 


“Where did you find that?” the girl stammered. 

There was no answer. The father put the note 
back in his pocket and filled his cup. His face bore 
the set expression of a man whose fury has been cut 
short by sheer surprise and who devours his anger 
in silence. He finished his coffee without raising his 
eyes. As soon as breakfast was over he got up and 
left the house. 

Adrienne was alone. For the first time in her life 
she had the villa to herself. She reflected on this 
with a mixture of joy and anxiety, as though the 
situation were replete with some great mystery. She 
was free to go where she pleased. She could go up 
to Germaine’s room; she could leave the house—the 
garden ; she could even run away, as one day she had 
had a mind to do. Instead she sat stockstill, her eyes 
upon the cup of coffee which she could not bring 
herself to finish. Something stopped her from get- 
ting up. An inexplicable sloth weighed down her 
limbs. In a few minutes her father would be back 
and her brief independence over. Once more she 
would be the daughter—the slave of Antoine Mesu- 
rat. But she sat still. She experienced an agree- 
able feeling in abandoning herself to her fate, in 
letting things take their own course. Long ago—. 
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very long ago, it seemed to her now—she had gone 
looking for happiness. She would seek it no longer. 
She would go on living from day to day, bowing her 
head beneath the wrath of old Mesurat. She felt 
drowsy. Dropping. her head on her arms, she fell 
asleep. 

The clock, striking nine o’clock, woke her. She 
was surprised to find her father had not yet returned. 
Generally he went straight to the station, bought his 
paper, and was back within a quarter of an hour. 
Where could he be? She made up her mind not to 
bother about him, got up at last, and tidied her hair. 

She thought of going up to her sister’s room, but 
the old horror of contagion made her hesitate. Since 
Germaine had told her that she was a dying woman, 
Adrienne could not bear the thought of even touch- 
ing clothing she had worn. And yet—was it not so 
she might have her sister’s room that she had helped 
her to escape? It seemed absurd to give up the fruit 
of her victory for a mere hygienic scruple. Besides, 
she told herself, to stimulate her courage, if one room 
was contaminated, the whole house must be dan- 
gerous by now. 

After a moment’s reflection she decided on her 
course of action. Going to the kitchen, she took a 
saucer, which she filled with sulphur. Then she went 
up to the top floor. “I ought to be feeling happy,” 
she said to herself. “I am going to lean out that 
window for the first time in a month. Can I be ceas- 


144 THE CLOSED GARDEN 


ing to love?” The very question brought the blood 
to her cheeks. 

She pushed the door open and entered the room 
resolutely, but none the less holding her breath. The 
window was closed. She opened it and took the damp 
air deep into her lungs. A few drops of rain sprin- 
kled her face. For several minutes she looked at 
the little white house. The wet roof shone like pol- 
ished metal. The window on the first story was half 
open, and she could perceive a corner of the dear 
red tablecloth which she had almost forgotten. She 
felt that her eyes were filling with tears which she 
could not hold back. “How unhappy I am!” she 
murmured to herself. 

Almost immediately, in a pensive tone strangely 
mingled with bitterness, she added: 

“Tt’s all his fault.” 

She shut the window sharply as though she had 
had enough of a spectacle which only wrung her 
heart. She took a match, struck it under the marble 
chimneypiece and set fire to the little heap of sul- 
phur. Clouds of acrid smoke rose from it. She ran 
out of the room. 

Mesurat did not return till lunch-time, and did 
not address a word to his daughter. He even seemed 
to avoid meeting her eyes. During the meal he read 
his newspaper, or pretended to read it. Adrienne 
often caught his eyes, raised above his glasses, and 
fixed upon space in a meditation which he inter- 
rupted only to carry food to his mouth. She was well 
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pleased with a silence that accorded so little with 
what she had feared, and began to congratulate her- 
self on having got out of the mess so cheaply. 

Immediately his luncheon was over, Mesurat took 
his hat and went out again, without asking his 
daughter to accompany him. Such a reversal of his 
habits first delighted Adrienne and then made her 
uneasy. She had lived too long under an inflexible 
rule which provided for each hour of her day not 
to have caught something of her father’s own mania 
for system, and this sudden upset in the schedule of 
his comings and goings disturbed her. Without ad- 
mitting it to herself, it shocked her almost as some 
irregularity of conduct might have done. 

These vague misgivings were soon driven out of her 
head by reflections of a different order. She remem- 
bered how elegantly Mme. Legras had been dressed 
when they made her acquaintance yesterday, and 
determined not to call upon her without giving the 
most scrupulous attention to her own toilette. She 
went to her room and passed her wardrobe in review. 
Although her choice was not great, the operation 
was none the less a long one. She had three sum- 
mer dresses—one of thin serge, the other two of white 
cotton. It was still raining. Her cotton dresses 
would be covered with mud. She never had any luck 
with mud. And besides, she hated them. On the 
other hand, the serge made her look older. She tried 
on all three, and finally put an end to indecision by 
settling on one of her winter dresses. She chose a 
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costume of heavy brown material with a pleated 
blouse, starched at the collar and wrists, and a modest 
jabot of lace. 

By half past three she was ready. She had let 
down her hair and put it up again three times. Now 
she was sure that there was nothing more to change 
and that she looked as pretty as it was possible for 
her to look. She passed to and fro before her ward- 
robe mirror, closing her eyes and then opening them | 
suddenly, the better to judge of the effect she would 
create. “If I were going to see Maurecourt,” she 
said to herself, “could I have dressed myself better?” 
She shook her head and sat down. All her joy died 
in her heart at the thought that she was about to see, 
not him, but another, and that it did not matter a 
jot whether she looked well or badly dressed—pretty 
or plain. To think of having spent two hours before 
her mirror simply to go and take tea with Mme. 
Legras at the end! What unavowed hope had been 
m her heart? She shrugged her shoulders and re- 
solved to go and call upon her neighbor before her 
father came back and forbade the visit. 


A maid took her umbrella and showed her into 
the parlor. The room appeared small; and though 
it was cluttered up with all manner of appointments, 
the aggregate impression was one of pretentious 
poverty. ‘The furniture was neither well made nor 
of good material. It had been in use so long, and 
had passed through so many hands, that it had ended 
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by taking on that almost impersonal character no- 
ticeable in furnished lodgings. The profusion and 
diversity of the chairs in particular was positively 
amazing. ‘They were of all sorts and descriptions, 
ranged semicircle-wise at angles of the room, or 
drawn forward near tables that were loaded with 
lamps and nicknacks. Yet there was not one that 
tempted a caller to sit down. A vast rubber plant 
extended its dropsical leaves over an upright piano. 
Near by a bureau protruded its belly, as though it 
would call attention to the beauty of the handles on 
its bulging drawers. Draped window curtains bor- 
dered with heavy ball fringe helped to darken the 
room. 

Adrienne sat down on one of the cushioned seats 
of a small téte-a-téte sofa and waited. She felt nerv- 
ous and bashful. A mirror heavily framed in fly- 
blown gilding showed her a young girl with red 
cheeks that were growing redder. She was half sorry 
she had come, and asked herself what she would say 
and how she would explain calling so soon. A clock 
above whose face a pair of cupids were wrestling 
amorously rang out half past three. Little by little 
she recovered her poise. She leaned back on the sofa 
and looked round her with more assurance, hardly 
yet able to realize that she was actually calling upon 
Madame Legras in the house her imagination had 
been busied with for so long. Through the window 
she could see the Villa des Charmes. This seemed 
so funny to her that she could not help smiling. She 
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wondered from what part of this villa there was the 
best view of the little white house. Would she dare 
to ask? 

The door opened briskly and Mme. Legras en- 
tered, preceded by a strongly built, bandy-legged 
yellow dog which began to sniff Adrienne’s shoes, 
growling a little. 

“Welcome!” cried Mme. Legras, gayly, reaching 
out both hands to her young visitor. 

She wore a white blouse with a deep ruching of 
lace, and a skirt of gray taffeta, fitting tightly at the 
hips and flaring around the legs in a series of folds 
that rustled noisily as she walked. Her hair, still 
black and fairly thick, was dressed low on her fore- 
head and almost hid her eyebrows. As she entered, 
the room became filled with a strong odor of mi- 
gnonetie. 

“Don’t let us stay here,” she said as she took both 
of Adrienne’s hands in her own. “We'll be cozier in 
my own room.” 

She drew the girl from the parlor and ascended 
the stairs, her arm round her young friend’s waist, 
and talking away with joyful volubility. 

“So that’s how we get the better of papa!” she said, 
with a little -playful pressure of her finger tips. 
“You'll have to tell me what’s wrong in that quar- 
ter. I’m going to keep you all the afternoon. I’m 
bored to death in La Tour l’Evéque.” 

She explained that she only came to the town to 
rest. 


THE CLOSED GARDEN 159 


“T’m not your age any longer, you know,” she 
went on with a sidelong glance. “Here we are. Come 
in!”? 

She pushed her companion into a small bedroom 
upholstered in red and old rose. The same tawdry 
luxury reigned here as in the parlor below. A bed- 
stead of light-colored wood, whose shape attempted 
to reproduce the more capricious forms of the eight- 
eenth century, came unmistakably from one of those 
big drygoods stores in Paris for which such things 
are turned out by the thousand. Two armchairs in 
the same style, but painted white, stood to either 
side of one of those tiny round tables topped with 
marble which seem made on purpose to be upset. 
One’s feet sank into a thick carpet, soiled and spotted 
here and there. 

“Oh, how pretty!” cried Adrienne. 

“Tsn’t it rather sweet?” said Mme. Legras. “Pure 
eighteenth century. Take off your hat. Yes, yes— 
I insist! You'll find a looking-glass over yonder.” 

Adrienne stooped down before a mirror and took 
off her hat. She was vexed with herself to find she 
was blushing again. Why should she feel so bash- 
ful with a woman who seemed so amiable? She had 
an insane desire to laugh out loud. ‘There was some- 
thing about this room, this mystery, her flight from 
her own house, which entranced her. Suddenly she 
turned toward the window and looked out through its 
muslin curtain. But she could no longer see the 
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“What’s wrong?” asked Mme. Legras, who was 
watching her, and read disappointment on her face. 

“Nothing,” Adrienne answered. “It’s still rain- 
ing.” 

“Sit down,” said Mme. Legras, pushing her 
toward a couch. “We’ll have tea in an hour. And 
now let us begin to make one another’s acquaint- 
ance.” 

She sat down and packed a number of cushions 
behind her shoulders. The dog sprawled on a has- 
sock at her feet. 

“First of all,” said she, “myself! Then I shall 
feel more at ease. Brief biography of Madame 
Legras. A good enough woman—neither old nor 
young. Yes, yes,” she went on as though Adrienne 
had protested, “neither old nor young and some- 
what on the shady side at that. A rather lively tem- 
per—I warn you—but here”—she put her hand on 
her stays—‘“here, a real woman’s heart. Mother, 
sister, wife, all at once and—a firm friend!” She 
raised one finger as she spoke the last two words. 
“Queer tastes—lots of whims, even. But all the 
gayer for that. So much for her character. On the 
other hand, a quiet life, with no great events and no 
great sorrows; no dreams at all; a husband who’s a 
good fellow; no particular ambitions. In a word, 
bourgeoise, bourgeoise, bourgeoise! Now, how does 
that suit you?” 

Adrienne made a violent effort. She felt that the 
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moment had come to shake off her shyness and to say 
something amiable. 

“T understand,” she said, reddening a little. “I’m 
just as bourgeotse as you, myself.” 

“Dear child!” exclaimed Mme. Legras, pressing 
her new friend’s hand under the table. She began 
to laugh. “Come, let us strike a bargain. What 
do you say? [I live here all by myself, except from 
time to time when my husband comes down. But his 
business keeps him so tied. Anyhow, I’m often quite 
alone. You are, too, aren’t you?” 

“Yes, madame.” 

“Yes, Léontine,’?” corrected Mme. Legras. 
“Well, then, every time one of us feels bored, she’ll 
go to see the other.” 

She looked a moment at Adrienne’s stupefied face, 
and then went on, briskly: 

ss and we'll take walks together. Now let’s 
speak of you. You'll let me call you by your 
Christian name—Adrienne, isn’t it?” 

“VY es,”? 

“Please—please say ‘Léontine.’? Nothing does so 
much for friendship and confidence. Imagine that 
T’ve known you for six years and see how easy it be- 
comes. Won’t you take off your jacket?” 

Adrienne loosened two buttons of her coat and 
smiled as she laid her arm along the back of the 
chair. 

“My dear,” said Mme. Legras, “how old are you? 
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Come! You’re not of an age when there’s anything 
to hide. Nineteen?” 

“Eighteen years old.” 

The woman turned her full face to Adrienne and 
clasped her hands beneath the table. Her brown 
eyes seemed to lighten to yellow, and they rested 
upon the girl with a curious expression. The cor- 
ners of her mouth lifted a little. 

“Eighteen years old!” she repeated, almost under 
her breath. “Lucky Adrienne! And with a face 
like yours!” 

She gave a queer, deep laugh. 

“Don’t hang your head,” she went on in a still 
deeper voice. “People with eyes like yours needn’t 
be afraid to look the whole world in the face.” 

There was something in the way she spoke, so 
insinuating and at the same time so confidential, that 
made a strange impression on Adrienne. These 
intimacies of language disconcerted her and she felt 
that all her pleasure in coming to see this woman 
was evaporating as she listened to her speak. Per- 
haps Mme. Legras guessed what was passing in her 
mind. 

“Come!” said she in her normal voice. She raised 
herself a little from her cushions and smiled. “The 
prettiest girls are the ones who don’t know it. But 
let me tell you that you are wasting yourself. Would 
you like me to read your hand?” 

Adrienne raised her head; her eyes shone. 

“Can you tell fortunes?” 
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“You shall see,” said Mme. Legras. “Give 

Adrienne offered her right hand. 

“The other one, too.” 

Mme. Legras took both hands and, as they rested 
on the table, turned them over so as to see the palms 
distinctly. She pinched the flesh below the thumb. 

“Ah! ah!” she said, looking slyly at Adrienne. 
“You are going to have an interesting life a 

She bent over and added, after a moment’s con- 
sideration, 

~ and along one. A few little illnesses. Noth- 
ing of any consequence.” 

She continued her examination of Adrienne’s 
hands. The girl could feel her breath on their skin. 

“Am I going to be happy?” she asked, after a mo- 
ment of silence. 

“What do you mean by ‘happy’?” asked the 
woman, without raising her head. 

Adrienne shrugged her shoulders. 

“T don’t know,” said she. 

She hesitated, and said, at last: 

“Can you see a marriage?” 

Mme. Legras pressed the girl’s hands, as though 
to make the lines stand out more clearly. Her head 
sank lower. Adrienne could see the big comb, or- 
namented with gold knobs, that she wore thrust 
through her chignon. Silence reigned. 

“Yes, a marriage,” said Mme. Legras thought- 
fully. 

She raised her eyes and looked at the girl’s at- 
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tentive face as though to question her. But Adrienne 
lowered her lids. 

“When is it coming, this marriage?” she asked, 
with ill-concealed impatience. 

“Quite soon. But everything depends on your- 
self.” 

A violent emotion took possession of Adrienne. 
Her hands seemed to hurt her and she tried to draw 
them back. 

“On me?” she repeated. 

“On the skill with which you play your part in 
the game. You’re pretty, but that’s not enough. 
Men are animals that don’t let themselves be cap- 
tured unless you stun them with the first blow. Awk- 
wardness at the start is never made up for later. Are 
you rich?” 

“Well enough off.” 

Mme. Legras looked at her, her lips slightly 
parted. 

“How much?” she asked, brusquely. 

Adrienne made a gesture of ignorance. 

“My father has saved money.” 

“Just set your mind at rest, child,” said Mme. 
Legras, slapping the table with her hands. “I'd bet 
on your succeeding if you looked like a scullery maid. 
Instead of which a 

She lifted one finger, as though to count. 

“—you are young, you are good-looking, and you 
are rich! And now, a word of advice. You have 
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a pretty neck; don’t hide it! Your hair is superb; 
show it!” 

At sight of the confusion and joy which the girl’s 
face betrayed, she regained her former tone of com- 
mand. 

“Don’t look so serious; you frown too much. An 
air of reserve—good! Butnomore. And look after 
your toilette. Your clothes should fit you better. 
No more cotton gloves—hein? All these things 
count. You want to please? Very well, then, be- 
lieve me that men never notice pretty things, but 
anything unbecoming hits them in the eye. It may 
sound strange, but it’s true. Ask them what color 
were the pretty suéde gloves that you were wearing 
that very morning; they won’t be able to tell you. 
But put on cotton gloves and watch their faces!” 

She crossed her hands upon the table and nar- 
rowed her eyes. Her voice sank to a murmur. 

“And now,” said she, “tell me whether I’m right 
or not. Your father keeps you a prisoner. He spies 
on you. I'll wager that you’ve come to me this 
afternoon without telling him a word.” 

Adrienne started in her chair. She recalled the 
few words she had said the day before, and was 


-amazed to find how well Mme. Legras had guessed 


that her father was to be kept in the dark. She felt 
a keen distrust and at the same time a violent desire 
to tell everything. 

“My father does not like me to go out alone,” she 
faltered. 
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Then she stopped. Some inward monitor warned 
her not to let this woman into her secrets. 

“He doesn’t like you to go out alone because he 
does not want you to see your—this gentleman. 
What’s he like—your friend?” 

Adrienne turned scarlet. These questions made 
her head spin. She felt as though some one were 
dragging off her clothes, piece by piece. To hear 
her love spoken of in this offhand fashion, and by a 
stranger, seemed monstrous. She reconciled herself 
to it only by the thought that Mme. Legras might 
be useful to her. 

“He has black eyes . . .” she began in a dolorous 
voice. 

Then she stopped. She reflected that this was ab- 
solutely all she could remember of the face she had 
seen. 

“Young?” 

“Yes,” said Adrienne, after a brief hesitation. 

“Go on!” said Mme. Legras impatiently. “Is he 
a tall man?” 

Adrienne could not. answer her. She now perceived 
that she had paid no attention to these details, and 
suddenly they assumed a capital importance in her 
eyes. Had she never looked at Dr. Maurecourt? Yes, 
she had seen him the day he had walked up the street 
and she had thrust her arms through the glass. How 
was it she had not looked at him more closely? Now, 
when she wanted to, she was unable to describe him. 
The discovery overwhelmed her. She asked herself 
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if she were not crazy to suffer for a man whom pos- 
sibly she would not recognize if she passed him on 
the street. Her ears began to buzz. She gripped 
the back of the couch. She shivered, although the 
room was close and hot. 

“What’s the matter?” said Mme. Legras, jump- 
ing to her feet and running round the table. “How 
funny you are, my dear!” 

Her voice was anxious. She took Adrienne’s hands 
in her own and chafed them. 

“What’s wrong?” she asked again. “It wasn’t 
anything I said, was it? Was it anything I said?” 

Adrienne made a quick movement of protest with 
her hand. 

“My head aches,” she said. “I feel dizzy,” she 
added almost immediately. 

“Dizzy! repeated Mme. Legras. “My dear child, 
you must lie down, then.” 

She made the girl rise, and, passing her arm 
around her shoulders led her toward the bed. 
Adrienne sat down on it. An onset of vertigo forced 
her to close her eyes. She gripped a rail of the bed- 
stead in one hand. “Lie out quite straight,” in- 
sisted Mme. Legras’in a rather alarmed voice. She 
repeated the words until the girl obeyed her. 

“Tt’s not going to be anything,” she said, after a 
moment’s silence. 

She stood for a while in the middle of the room, 
undecided how to act. 

“Stay quiet just one minute,” she said finally as 
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though struck by a sudden idea. “I’m going to get 
you a cordial that will put you to rights.” 

She glided swiftly across the room and closed the 
door behind her. Adrienne kept her eyes closed and 
seemed to be sleeping. 
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Chapter Fourteen 


T was nearly dark when Adrienne came home, 
tired out and despondent. Mme. Legras had 
made her drink a glass of port wine which had given 
her a violent headache, and her legs shook under her 
at every step. 

As she pushed open the gate of her own villa, she 
had a positive feeling of nausea. Never before in 
her life had she felt so sick or so unhappy. She 
loathed the sound of the gate as it closed behind her. 
The rain was still falling, and the little rivulets of 
muddy water which flowed round the lawn were fuller 
than ever. Nothing can be imagined more dismal 
than this garden, half hidden by the dusk, sodden 
and streaming. 

She went straight to her room and, after taking 
off her damp clothes, flung herself on the bed and 
hid her face in the pillow. She was sick of these 
perpetual efforts which achieved nothing. She 
seemed doomed to traverse a sort of endless cycle, 
where hope gave way to despair and joy to fear. She 
had expected such great things from this Legras 
visit. And here she was back again without having 
even asked which window gave on the rue Carnot. 
Worse still, she had refused to confide in the woman, 
who seemed so ready to help her. But indeed, as 
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regards Mme. Legras, she felt an unconquerable dis- 
gust whose motive she could not penetrate. ‘“She’s 
such a ridiculous woman,” she told herself. “I could 
never bring myself to tell her who I’m in love with.” 
The idea that those thick lips could come together 
and part to pronounce the name “Maurecourt” was 
intolerable. It seemed to her she would prefer to 
Keep her secret, even if it meant suffering all her 
life. 

She pleased herself by imagining an ideal con- 
fidante, some one to whom she could speak of her 
misery without shame or regret and of whom she 
could ask advice. Was there no one? Her sister? 
She had to suppress a cry as she remembered that 
the old maid had been aware of everything going on 
in her mind, and that she had, no doubt of it, told her 
father what she knew. The memory of her conversa- 
tions with Germaine on the subject humiliated her 
profoundly. She took her head in her hands as 
though to stop the thoughts that were rending her. A 
sort of madness took possession of her at the thought 
of how absolutely alone she was. There was no one 
she could confide in. She told herself that if the 
world were suddenly depopulated, and she left the 
sole survivor, her inner life would be no different. 
Just as she could not be more silent if her tongue 
were cut out. 

All at once, an idea occurred to her. She sat up 
and supported herself on one elbow, thrilled to the 
utmost fibers of her being. She would go to Maure- 
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court and consult him for some imaginary illness. 
During the course of their conversation she would 
tell her own story as though it concerned one of 
her friends. She would retail the entire case. Per- 
haps he would be touched; in any case, the ground 
would be prepared and it would be an opportunity 
to see him. She would penetrate within the study 
which she could see from Germaine’s room; she would 
touch the red tablecloth. Her imagination took fire. 
What was to prevent her going at once? Why should 
she not go? If she were really ill, she would not hesi- 
tate. In a quarter of an hour she might be sitting 
téte-A-téte with Maurecourt. She had but to dress 
herself and to cross the street. The mere thought 
made her head spin. But she put off the visit through 
sheer faint-heartedness. It was too late to-day. 'To- 
morrow she would certainly go. 

She was still buried in thought when the garden 
gate opened and closed. She recognized the tread 
of her father as he came up the central path and 
mounted the steps. As she heard him cross the 
threshold, terror seized her. She even thought of 
locking her door. During that eventful day she 
had hardly given the old man a thought. She had 
no idea what he was doing. But she augured nothing 
but evil from his absence and dreaded the hour when 
she would have to go downstairs and confront him. 
For the first time it occurred to her that she had to 
pass a whole night alone in the house with a man 
in whom violence could come very near to madness. 
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The maid did not sleep at the Villa des Charmes. 
She was married and had her own room in the town. 
Adrienne found herself half-regretting Germaine’s 
absence. 

She dressed and waited. More than a quarter of 
an hour elapsed. She heard her father calling her 
to dinner, as he did every night. At once she found 
herself less nervous, almost reassured, and answered 
in a voice that resembled a shout. Her heart swelled 
with hope. She allowed herself to form a wish that 
there would be no further question of Germaine’s ab- 
sence between her father and herself, Perhaps he 
would act as though nothing had happened. It 
seemed to her that another scene would kill her. 
Again emotion mastered her, and her weakness was 
such that she had to grip the hand-rail as she went 
downstairs. 

Her father was reading his evening paper and eat- 
ing his soup. She dared not look at him, She sat 
down silently in her place and began her dinner. But 
her terror and headache took away all appetite for 
food. She swallowed a few spoonfuls of consommé, 
but had to let her plate be taken away half full. The 
meal dragged to a close. Behind his newspaper 
Mesurat went on eating without paying any atten- 
tion to his daughter. He got up the moment dessert 
was finished. 

Without a word he went into the parlor, lit the 
lamp, and seated himself in his armchair. For the 
twentieth time he unfolded the Temps and resumed 
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his meticulous perusal of its columns. Adrienne had 
followed him and sat at another side of the room. 
She was beginning to hope that a little later she 
could quit the parlor for her bedroom, when she 
noticed that her father was observing her steadily 
out of a corner of his eye. What was he waiting 
for? Well—she would know presently. 

No sooner had Désirée left the house than he got 
up, went out, and locked both the garden gate and 
the hall door. There was nothing out of the ordi- 
nary in these precautions. They were consecrated 
by the habit of fifteen years. Nevertheless, the girl’s 
heart sank. She shuddered at the noise of the keys 
in the locks. She had an idea of calling on Mme. 
Legras for help, but her common sense triumphed 
over the impulse. Suppose the woman came, what 
could she say? 

She rose and took a few steps in the parlor, her 
heart palpitating, but without reasoning over this 
sudden panic. Her father was coming back along 
the corridor. She still had time to fly and to lock 
herself in her room. But the impossibility of find- 
ing any justification for doing so, to say nothing of 
her fear of appearing ridiculous, held her back. 

When Mesurat reappeared she was surprised to 
see how fagged he looked. He even gave her the 
impression of being smaller than usual. Possibly this 
was because he slouched a little and because his shoul- 
ders were stooped. He crossed the parlor and stood 
in front of her. She noticed that there were dark 


174 THE CLOSED GARDEN 


circles round his eyes and that his forehead was 
scored with deep wrinkles. He grasped the lapels 
of his coat in his hands and looked her straight in the 
face. The girl averted her head. 

“Did you go out this afternoon?” he demanded. 

V es,?? - 

“Where did you go?” 

She reached behind her for the little table, and 
faltered : 

“To see a friend.” 

“Who was it?” 

She had not the strength to lie, and answered at 
once: 

“Madame Legras.” 

He shrugged his shoulders. 

“Do you know the kind of woman she is?” 

Her face grew white, but she did not reply. 

“Go upstairs to your room!” 

Adrienne left the parlor. Her father followed, 
holding the lamp a little above his head. The two 
mounted the stairs. As is usually the case in a small 
house whose architect has been forced to take advan- 
tage of every foot of space, they were steep and 
awkward to climb. Adrienne stopped halfway to the 
landing and leaned against the banisters. It seemed 
to her that her knees were giving way under her. She 
wondered if a fall to the tiled hall would kill her. 
“Not high enough,” she thought. 

“Go on,” said Mesurat, almost as though he 
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guessed the project that lay in his daughter’s head 
and was willing to second it. 

She continued to climb the stairs, still leaning on 
the hand-rail. At the threshold of her room she 
stopped and looked round at her father. 

“Good night,” she said, hoping against hope that 
he was going to leave her. 

“Go inside,” said Mesurat, motioning with his 
finger. 

“Aren’t you going to bed?” she asked in a shaky 
voice. 

Without answering, he pushed her slightly to one 
side, opened the door, and entered the room. He put 
the lamp down on the table and stood with his hands 
upon his hips. 

“I’m waiting,” he said. 

She came in, but remained near the door. 

“Give me the key of your wardrobe,” said Mesurat. 

Adrienne began to shake from head to foot. She 
hesitated a moment, then, glancing at her father’s 
face, rummaged in the drawer of the little table that 
stood by her bed and found the key. He snatched it 
from her and opened the wardrobe door. As it swung 
open the hinges gave a little protesting cry and the 
mirror threw the reflection of the lamp across the 
room like a flash of lightning. Mesurat thrust his 
hands into a pile of linen until they came upon the 
little olive-wood box. 

“Open it for me,” he commanded. 
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“Why, papa?” asked the girl in an imploring 
voice. 

She put the back of her hand against her forehead. 
A sudden impulse came over her to throw herself at 
her father’s feet. She felt so weak, so cowardly, that 
the exact degree of abasement to which terror might 
lead her became a matter of indifference. She held 
on to the foot of the bed, swaying a little. 

“How much did you give your sister?” asked 
Mesurat. 

“Five hundred francs.” 

“Five hundred francs!” 

He repeated the sum twice, as though he could 
scarcely believe his ears, opened his mouth to say 
something, but changed his mind. 

“Unlock that box,” he said, instead. 

Adrienne drew her watch from her belt and de- 
tached a tiny key. When the box was open, Mesurat 
glanced inside and assured himself that it was half 
empty. He turned to the girl. 

“It’s true, then,” said he. ‘You little fool!” he 
cried, sharply. “You'll never see that money again. 
Never! Do you understand? How do you expect 
your sister is ever going to pay you back?” 

He stopped, struck with a sudden idea. 

“Well, it?s so much off your dowry. You think 
yourself rich, eh? You think people get married 
without money.” 

Adrienne recoiled as he advanced upon her. Some- 
thing was turning round and round in her head. In 
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confused fashion she recalled Mme. Legras’s words 
about money and marriage. A terrible fatality 
seemed to be forcing one event upon another, like the 
details of an evil dream. She could almost bring her- 
self to believe that Mesurat and that woman were in 
league to fill her heart with despair. She could not 
utter a word. Powerless to turn away, her gaze re- 
mained glued upon her father’s. Those eyeballs, on 
which the blood made a tiny red network, fascinated 
her. She walked back step by step until her open 
palms met the wall. It seemed to her distracted mind 
that some one was driving nails through them. 

“You helped her to go away,” said her father, in 
a husky voice. “It was a plot between the pair of 
you to fool old Mesurat. Isn’t that so?” 

Adrienne shook her head. The old man took a 
piece of paper from his pocket. 

‘““What’s the meaning of this, then?” 

She recognized, with horror, the letter she had 
written to the livery stable. Mesurat replaced the 
note in his pocket and stepped back a little. 

“Now,” said he, “you see how useless it is to lie. 
Would you like to know how I spent the day?” 

He began to walk up and down the room, affecting 
a calm that was more repulsive than his anger, so 
perfectly was it evident that he was enjoying the 
situation. 

“Listen! I went first of all to the livery stable. 
You’re not very smart if you believe that I didn’t 
know just where to start my inquiries. Because I 
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wasn’t such a fool as to imagine that your sister, with 
her lazy habits, was going to walk to the station. 
Just so! What doI find? That you ordered a car- 
riage to be here at quarter past six... . Finally, 
they showed me the letter—your letter, you little 
donkey! Next step—the railroad. Do you think I 
have no friends at the station, after going there twice 
a day, and talking with everyone? What am I told? 
Why, that Mademoiselle Mesurat took the six-fifty- 
five for Paris. Hein?” 

He stopped and looked at his daughter, swelling 
with triumph, and with his hands clasped behind his 
back. She did not stir. 

“And that’s not all,” he cried, all his anger re- 
turning. “I come back and find you gone out! 

“Out!” he repeated with an emphasis that under 
any other circumstances would have been comical. 
“You think you’re free to do as you like. You go 
over the road to see that—that Legras woman. Ah! 
I know all about her, too—your Léontine Legras. 
We'll come to that later. Anyhow, I go up to Ger- 
maine’s room. I find it reeking with sulphur. I see 
the whole game. You want that room for yourself, 
You fumigate it. You chuckle at the thought that 
you can lean out of the window now all day long. 
That’s where you make your mistake. Germaine told 
me all about you and your window.” 

Still Adrienne did not move. He glared at her 
furiously, and continued his tirade. 

“You shan’t get that room. It’s closed from to- 
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day on. As for the key”—he struck his chest over 
a top waistcoat pocket—“the key is there. Try to 
steal it from me like the last time. I’ve had one 
lesson and I know now just how far I have to be on 
my guard.” 

The words were accompanied by a bitter laugh. 
It was easy to see that he had rehearsed this whole 
scene carefully behind his newspaper, with all the 
proper cries and gestures. But by now his anger 
was mastering him, and he let his malice have full 
vent with a fury that carried away any desire to pro- 
duce an effect. 

“From now on I’m going to show you!” he cried, 
suddenly. ‘“You’ve been bent on upsetting every- 
thing in this house and you’re going to be the first 
to suffer. I’m going to lock you into this room for 
so many hours every day. When you go out, it will 
be with me. I’m going to make you do what I choose 
until you’re of age.” 

Then followed a phrase which was a relic of his 
old profession and which he used from time to time. 
“I’m going to make you respect the regulations in 
their utmost rigor.” 

He puffed and struck the table a blow with his fist 
that made the lamp tremble. 

“So if you have any idea of running about as 
you’ve been doing, put it out of your head. No more 
walks at night. Hein? Germaine told me about 
them. I’m going to bring back your sister and have 
her watch you.” 
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Suddenly he shouted, “Give me her address!” 

Adrienne did not answer. 

“Give me her address or I'll kill you!” howled the 
old man, turning scarlet. The girl only shook her 
head. He took a few steps toward her. She held her 
breath and clenched her teeth; her heart was beating 
so hard that she could hear the sound of it just as 
though some one were tapping the floor with a heel. 
He looked at her and shrugged his shoulders twice. 

“Fool!” said he in a thick voice. “You want to be 
free here. You want to meet him when you like— 
to go and see him every evening as before. Well, you 
reckon without me. What wouldn’t you give to have 
me out of the way, eh? Don’t be afraid; I’m pretty 
solid.” 

He thumped his chest twice. Then, without any 
warning, he struck her. She did not move. The 
mark of his blow showed red on her pale cheek. Her 
fixed eyes, wide open with horror, her look of im- 
potent hatred, seemed to exasperate him. He struck 
her again, with all his might. She tottered and gave 
a sigh that was like a death rattle. 

He drew back and, trembling with fury, cried: 

“Wait a bit! I’m going to see your doctor. T'll 
teach him to touch a Mesurat. As it’s your money 
he’s after, P’ll begin by disinheriting you. You 
shan’t have a sou. You shan’t marry at all. All my 
money’s going to the state. You'll see! I'll go to- 
morrow morning—to him first and then to my lawyer. 
You’ve had enough fun at my expense, both of you. 
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One runs off with my jewels—another disgraces my 
name with a cad who only wants her money, while 
I—poor blockhead—poor old fool—am supposed to 
be sitting by with wool over my eyes!” 

He checked himself and, seeing her still motionless, 
cried out: 

“Perhaps you don’t believe me? Well, then, ’m 
going to settle with your Maurecourt to-night.” 

He bounded from the room and reached the stair- 
case in a single stride. Adrienne followed him with 
her eyes. Then, suddenly, her whole being seemed 
to expand and swell. She dashed out of the room in 
turn, slamming the door behind her with all her 
might. In the darkness she could hear her father 
pronouncing her name—but in a changed voice. A 
moment passed. She thought she saw a light sway- 
ing above his head. Panic seized her and, without 
knowing what she did and as though hurled by some 
irresistible force into the darkness, she rushed toward 
the staircase. Her weight came full upon her 
father’s shoulders. He lost his balance and fell for- 
ward. She saved herself only by clutching the rail. 
She heard him cry “Oh!” as though some one had 
choked off his breath. He must have fallen at 
full length, his forehead striking a stair, and re- 
bounded to the bottom in two great somersaults, his 
feet rattling against the banisters in his descent. 
She felt the rail tremble under her hand—then the 
sound of a second fall, duller than the first. 

She bent over the landing as far into space as she 
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dared, with the hand-rail cutting into her stomach. 
In a low voice she called: 
“p ap a 199 
Then she sat down on the step nearest the landing 
and waited. 
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Chapter Fafteen 


ome time passed. She asked herself whether she 
had been asleep and what o’clock it could be. 
The pain in her body forced her to crouch forward. 
She made one or two attempts to rise, but an abomi- 
nable fatigue weighed her down and she remained 
where she was, the small of her back pressed against 
the balustrade. Her teeth chattered; her head 
seemed empty and light. For a moment she fancied 
that she was in bed, dreaming; the dream was that 
she was sitting on the staircase and remembering a 
scene she had just had with her father. The illusion 
afforded her a sort of relative tranquillity. She was 
quite willing to go to sleep, but the thread of light 
which shone under the door of her room kept her 
awake. She had the impression at one moment that 
the narrow ray, drawn across the darkness as though 
by a ruler, was holding up her heavy eyelids. At 
another, she believed herself still asleep and 
dreaming. 

She found a little rest in this state of torpor, but 
finally realized she was awake. The consciousness of 
what had just happened returned little by little, but 
she refused to credit it. In that case what was she 
doing here? “Perhaps I walk in my sleep,” she said 
to herself. She laughed under her breath and, grip 
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ping the banisters, pulled herself to her feet. She 
noticed that she was dressed; the noise of her heels 
on the polished wood brought her to her full senses, 
and she hurried into her room. 

The window was closed and there was a terrible 
smell of kerosene. The lamp must have been burn- 
ing a very long time. She looked at her watch. Two 
o’clock! She had slept, then. But not in her bed. 
The bedclothes were not disturbed. 

As she was putting her watch in the drawer of the 
little table by the bed, she thought she heard her 
father, shouting as he had shouted just now. She 
turned round, but saw nothing. Her head buzzed. 
“How can he be shouting?” she asked herself. ‘He 
has gone to bed.” She took off her corsets and let 
down her hair. She noticed her fingers were trem- 
bling, and was frightened. “I’m going up to papa’s 
room,” she said, aloud, in a steady voice. 

She took the lamp in both hands and left her room, 
her eyes fixed upon the staircase which ascended to 
the next floor. It seemed to her that an interminable 
time elapsed and that she was walking unsteadily. 
She reached the staircase and managed to climb three 
steps. ‘Then she sighed deeply and stopped. “I can 
hear him snoring,” she said to herself, but she knew 
she heard nothing. She gripped the rail with her 
right hand and held the lamp a little above her head. 
Then she began to mount the stairs again, one at a 
time like a child, and reached the landing of the 
upper story. 
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Her father’s room was just over her own. To the 
right was Germaine’s. She never went into her 
father’s. The old man used to say that he didn’t 
like people “rummaging round him.” She walked 
to the door and listened. Then she turned the handle 
very slowly and carefully. But the door was locked. 
She leaned against the wall and waited. Terror lent 
a histrionic air to her face. 

Then she began to move slowly. She made a few 
steps as though against her will, murmuring: “No! 
No!” all the time. Reaching the rail of the landing, 
she leaned over the well of the staircase. She looked 
downward into the darkness. But the light fell so 
awkwardly that she could see nothing. Holding the 
lamp almost at arm’s-length, she finally made out a 
body at the foot of the stairs. Her fist, closed upon 
the lamp, trembled. There is a way of lyimg on the 
ground without motion which speaks for itself— 
which resembles neither sleep nor a stroke. Death 
is never counterfeited. She could make out the head, 
lying in a sort of dark patch, the arms extended at 
hazard above the skull. The knees were bent and the 
two feet rested side by side on the last stair. When 
she drew back her arm the sinister vision disappeared. 

She went downstairs again, one hand against the 
wall, with a measured step that creaked in the silence 
and to whose monotonous sound she appeared to be 
listening attentively. So absorbed was she in thought 
that if some one had passed her at that moment it is 
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probable she would not have noticed him. One foot 
followed the other, with that strange precision which 
the most mechanical gestures unconsciously assume 
when some imperious subject of meditation has taken 
possession of the soul and absorbs its faculties. Her 
eyes stared straight before her. But at the bottom 
of their vacant regard something lurked that re- 
sembled a positive paroxysm of surprise and spread 
a look of horrible stupidity over the rest of. her face. 

When she was in her room again, with the door 
closed behind her, she set her lamp upon the table 
and looked in the wardrobe. The olive-wood box lay 
half open upon a pile of linen, just as M. Mesurat 
had left it when he had flung it back, telling his 
daughter that she had broken into her own dowry. 
She counted the money over, put each roll of coins 
back in its place, closed the cover, and gave a turn to 
the little key which was still in the lock. Then she 
shut the wardrobe door and began to undress lei- 
surely. The room was close. She opened the window 
and stood for a moment inhaling the fresh air, which 
tickled her bare shoulders like cold finger tips. Dogs 
were barking from the direction of the state highway. 
There were two of them who seemed to be answering 
and trying to outbay one another. The moon was 
shining mildly. A breeze was chasing the clouds out 
of the sky and the young tree above the little white 
house swayed gently to and fro at its will. How 
calm everything seemed! She chafed her shoulders 
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with the palms of her hands and jumped into bed, 
shivering pleasantly. Everything she was doing now 
—these familiar gestures, which she was repeating 
once again—afforded her a sort of animal joy, un- 
reasoning enough, but which she could have explained 
in something like these words: “Things must be going 
on perfectly well. Nothing can have changed, since 
T am going to bed as usual, since I open my window— 
chafe my shoulders.” She blew out the lamp and 
dived between the sheets. 

In the darkness she closed her eyes and yawned. 
But a continuous buzzing prevented her sleeping. 
The sound appeared to be now very near and now a 
long way off. The slightest noise made it cease. 
She thought of humming, but stopped at the first 
bar, recognizing her father’s favorite march. The 
buzzing began again. She clapped her hands, and 
the noise they made scared her. She stopped her 
ears, and they were filled immediately with a low roar 
as of a torrent flowing very fast. 

With a violent kick she threw the quilt far from 
her body and got up. It was then that terror took 
full possession of her. She was aghast at finding her- 
self out of bed. Since she was on her feet, something 
must have happened. What had she got up to do? 
To find the lamp, of course, and light it because she 
was afraid. “How stupid of me! How stupid of 
me!” she kept stammering. Her lower jaw fell and 
she had trouble in closing her mouth. She found the 
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matches, struck one which went out—then another 
whose flame flickered in the draught from the open 
window. Finally she relit the lamp. 

She gave a sigh of relief. In the light she wasn’t 
afraid. Nobody is afraid so long as they can see. 
She would get back into bed without blowing out the 
light. The church clock struck three. She counted 
the strokes one by one, aloud, then lay down again. 

When she closed her eyes now, she could see a red 
haze through the fine skin of her eyelids. She re- 
signed herself to lying awake indefinitely and, cross- 
ing her hands upon the coverlet, lay quite still, look- 
ing straight before her. The buzzing began again, 
but with the lamp alight she did not mind it so much. 
She forced herself to think of her childhood, recalling 
its most precise details—the way in which her school- 
mates dressed themselves, their names, their faces. 
In the silence of the night it seemed to her that all 
this little world came to life again with its chatter 
and laughter. But she took no pleasure in such 
memories. ‘They tired her ; moreover, these souvenirs 
which she dragged, as it were, out of her past, im- 
posed a choice upon her. There were certain faces 
which she refused to remember. She wanted to con- 
fine her recollections solely to school life. She did 
not care to see herself again in the rue Thiers, com- 
ing home from her classes, shutting the gate behind 
her, following the corridor, mounting the staircase 
to her room, to this very room—in this very house! 
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Something oppressed her horribly. It was as 
though poison had been mixed with the air she had 
to breathe. She put her hands upon her chest. She 
had need of all her will power to master the terror 
that arose in her. In the disarray of the turmoil that 
was going on in her brain, she remembered the ad- 
monition given a classmate at Ste.-Cécile: “Whenever 
anyone is in danger, he must say the words: “Jesus, 
Mary, Joseph!” But she could not unclench her 
teeth, and had to content herself with wiping away 
with a strand of her hair the drops of sweat that stood 
on her temples. 

Suddenly she opened her mouth and uttered a 
cry. She heard herself plainly, but had much ado to 
recognize her own voice. It was the shrill cry of 
deadly terror. She leaped out of bed and ran to the 
window in the hope that she would see some one pass- 
ing, or, at any rate, hear a sound from the distance 
which would prove to her that there were human be- 
ings not far away. But the silence of the dawn lay 
upon all the neighboring villas and their deserted 
gardens. She felt as though she were being tracked 
down, as though she stood at bay in this corner of 
her room and could not even get back to bed. Her 
imagination liberated itself with a species of fury, 
and took a belated revenge upon the restraint it had 
been made to suffer. She reached to the back of the 
chair where she had flung her dressing-gown, put it 
round her shoulders, and sat down on the window 
seat. For a moment her new position reassured her. 
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She would only have to call for help now and some 
one would come. Then she reflected that she could 
not sit there till daylight. It was not yet four, and 
the sky was still quite black. She was afraid of 
catching cold—of falling ill like her sister. On the 
other hand, the idea of closing the window and put- 
ting those four panes of glass between herself and 
the world to stifle her cries was just as intolerable. 

The buzzing had begun again. She listened for a 
long time to its strange flux and reflux in her head. 
For a moment she had the impression that it came 
from outside, from another corner of the room, and 
that it was growing louder. At times the noise was 
almost imperceptible, and yet, by some inexplicable 
quality, had the character of a loud and continuous 
roar. She felt she was growing feverish. Perhaps 
she would eventually fall into delirium. What would 
she do then? What was to stop her, for instance, 
from throwing herself out the window? A thousand 
fears assailed her. The lamp was guttering and she 
would soon be alone in the dark. She might catch 
cold—get pneumonia—go mad! She made a stride 
toward the table and took the lamp in her hand. 
Its light and warmth were a reassurance, and besides, 
it was a weapon: she could throw it at the head of 
anyone who attacked her. At whose head? She 
looked toward her door and regretted that she had 
not turned the key in the lock. Now it was too late. 


She could never get across the carpet to it. Her | 
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strength was leaving her. In a sort of mirage she 
saw herself, half dressed, leaning against the frame 
of a window, lamp in hand. What was she doing 
there? What was she waiting for? Suddenly she 
was penetrated with a formless terror. It was not, 
as just now, the horror of something prowling about 
her, the feeling of being hunted: it was an ignoble 
horror of herself, of her slightest gestures, of her 
shadow, even of her thoughts, in which she believed 
she perceived the premonitory symptoms of lunacy! 
Against her will, a cry broke from her—then another. 
This relieved her. She began to shout, “Help!” 
The volume of her voice surprised herself. She was 
astonished to find how easily she could shout, and 
little by little her anguish abated. 

Here and there, dogs began barking near-by. She 
stopped a moment, pleased with the racket she was 
causing. ‘Then she began again, in a shriller and 
steadier voice, and, as none answered, gathered all 
her strength and cried: “Madame Legras! Madame 
Legras !” 

Several moments elapsed. She heard nothing ex- 
cept the desperate barking of the dogs and the rattle 
of the chains against which the frantic animals were 
straining. By now she was feeling better. Her 
strength came back; she put down her lamp on the 
table and, crossing her chamber in a few strides, 
locked the door. 

Seated on her bed, she watched the sky paling 
slowly. The stars seemed to be receding far, far 
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away and disappearing in the ether. She sat a long 
time without moving, then shivered and yawned. 
Almost without her knowing how, her head fell back 
on the pillow. Drawing the clothes over her body, 
she went to sleep, curled into a ball at the bottom 
of the bed. 
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Chapter Sixteen 


HE was wakened three hours later by the sound of 
loud voices from the ground floor. Immediately 
she recalled everything that had happened last night, 
and sat up, listening intently. She recognized the 
voice of Désirée and that of a neighbor, but could not 
understand a word they said. Her heart began to 
beat quickly. She got up, turned the key, so as to be 
able to open the door at once, shut the window, and 
waited. Downstairs two women were exchanging 
conjectures, punctuated with cries. Suddenly she 
heard them calling her. But she did not answer and 
remained standing in the middle of the room. For 
the first time her thoughts ran upon an inquest—the 
police! What attitude was she to adopt? What was 
she to say? Would she be believed if she described 
it as an accident? Had anyone heard her cry aloud 
during the night? But, compared with the terrors 
which she had felt, her present anxiety was as noth- 
ing. In broad daylight she felt more sure of her wits. 
“What proofs have they?” she asked herself. 

At this moment the two voices called again. She 
answered, “Yes! rather faintly, and half-opened her 
door. Downstairs Désirée was crying: “Mademoi- 
selle! Oh, mademoiselle—a terrible thing 4 
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“What has happened?” called Adrienne in an 
impatient voice. 

“Monsieur has fallen down the staircase.” 

“ ‘Monsieur’?” repeated the girl. ‘Where is he?” 

Désirée did not answer at once. “Alas, mademoi- 
selle!” she cried, presently. Then—-silence! 

Adrienne fought down the terrible emotion which 
once more was gaining on her. She crossed the land- 
ing and stood near the stairs, but could not bring 
herself to look down. She heard the woman to whom 
Désirée had been speaking moaning with fright. It 
was an old herbseller, on her way to market, who 
had come in soon after Désirée to offer her wares for 
sale. Adrienne lost patience. 

“Will you tell me what’s the matter?” she cried, 
harshly. 

A sudden and monstrous curiosity impelled her to 
lower her eyes. She recognized the figure she had 
seen once before by the uncertain light of the lamp. 
Against the faded hues of the tiled floor the corpse 
was clearly defined. The black shadow around the 
head seemed smaller. She looked at it a long time 
and could not realize that this was her father at all, 
She had believed it for an instant last night, when 
she leaned over the landing on the second story and 
held the lamp out until she made its rays fall on the 
tiled hall. Now that the terrible silence of midnight 
was over and the darkness which filled the whole house 
with horror had departed, she refused to credit it. 
It was as though some one had substituted a manikin 
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stuffed with sawdust for the corpse which she had 
seen. She felt that Désirée and the old peddler were 
watching her face narrowly for signs of emotion, and 
the blood left her cheeks. 

‘How did it happen?” she stammered. 

“Did mademoiselle hear nothing?” asked the bonne, 
a little black-faced woman, dressed in a camisole and 
a gray skirt. 

Adrienne shook her head. Leaving the stairhead, 
she walked unsteadily toward her room. A sudden 
idea struck her. 

“Call Madame Legras!” she cried down the stair- 
case, and closed her door. 

From her room she could hear the two women 
leave the house and cross the garden. 

More than a quarter of an hour passed. She 
waited, sitting on the bed and trying to decide what 
line of conduct she must follow. What surprised her 
most was that she was so little upset. It was as 
though the previous night had consumed all the ter- 
ror of which she was capable. Nothing had hap- 
pened just the way she had expected. Perhaps she 
should have appeared more agitated before those two 
women just now. She resolved to feign a silent sor- 
row and not to budge from her room. 

The gate swung open and four or five people 
crossed the garden. She heard what sounded like a 
man’s voice and felt the blood rush to her heart. 
Was it the police commissary? She forgot her reso- 
lution of a moment ago and started to her feet. But 
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she could not screw up courage to go to the window. 
The wardrobe mirror showed her a woman with rings 
round her haggard eyes, livid cheeks, and loose hair 
floating over the shoulders of a pink dressing-gown. 
Her hands were like ice. 

A moment later she heard the footsteps and the 
exclamations she so dreaded in the hall. Cries arose. 
She could clearly distinguish the voice of Mme. 
Legras and was struck by its vulgar and powerful 
quality. Perhaps it was this that she had mistaken 
just now for a man’s. Her first instinct was to turn 
the key in her lock, but she reflected that this would 
be very unwise. She did the exact opposite, and 
opened her door. 

“My poor child!” said Mme. Legras from the bot- 
tom of the staircase. “Are you there? No, don’t 
come down. I’m coming up.” 

Turning to a group of servants who stood round 
her, she gave an order that made Adrienne gasp. 

“Go and fetch the doctor—for the permit.” 1 

The doctor! Maurecourt! Not for an instant 
had Adrienne dreamed of this eventuality. At last 
she was going to see this man—in her own home! 
Doubtless she would have to speak to him. All her 
plans of yesterday were being realized. A savage 
joy invaded her heart. It seemed that things were 
coming to pass in spite of herself. She reflected that 
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she would feel much easier talking to him now be- 
cause he would account for her trouble by the acci- 
dent that had happened at Villa des Charmes. In her 
bewilderment she found herself saying, “I hope papa 
speaks politely to him,” and stopped, aghast at the 
thought. 

A moment later Mme. Legras was with her. She 
wore a wide brown traveling cloak over a dressing- 
gown whose hem came below it and whose ruching 
of white crépon swished round her heels. A black 
veil fell from her hat and concealed her face. 

“This is frightful,” she said, closing the door be- 
hind her. “How did it happen?” 

Adrienne shrugged her shoulders and lowered her 
head. 

“Poor child!” repeated Mme. Legras. “And you 
all alone!” 

She sat down on the bed beside the girl and took 
her hand. 

“Never forget that I am here. Hein?” 

And then, as though speaking to herself: 

“Poor gentleman! He was going downstairs in 
the dark. Not wise at all at his age. Yet there was 
the hand-rail. Didn’t you think of holding a light 
for him?” 

“T didn’t hear him go down,” said Adrienne, 
shortly. . 

“Ah! sighed Mme. Legras. “You were sound 
asleep, then?” 

Adrienne longed for the woman to go and re- 
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gretted having called her. She disliked the way in 
which Mme. Legras chose to expatiate upon the de- 
tails of the accident. 

“‘And he died without a cry, I suppose,” the new 
friend went on. “Terrible! Dm afraid the police 
will want an inquest.” 

Adrienne started. 

“Don’t you like the idea?” asked Mme. Legras. 
“My child, it’s a pure formality.” 

Some one knocked at the door. 

“Come in!” said Mme. Legras without letting go 
of the girl’s hand. 

It was Désirée. 

“The doctor will be here in ten minutes,” she said 
in a low voice. “It seems,” she added, “that cries 
were heard in the night.” 

“Tf so, I would have known it,” Mme. Legras an- 
swered, quickly. “I sleep very lightly. The slight- 
est sound awakens me.” 

She made a gesture as though to dismiss the maid. 
But Désirée seemed disinclined to take the hint. 

“Does mademoiselle require anything?” she asked. 

Adrienne shook her head. 

Désirée looked round her. Suddenly her eyes fell 
upon the lamp. Adrienne followed them and 
trembled. All the oil was burned up. 

“Look,” said Désirée, in a still lower voice. 
“Mademoiselle’s lamp is empty. And I filled it the 
day before yesterday.” 

Passing quickly in front of Adrienne and Mme. 
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Legras, she took up the lamp and examined it with 
a critical air. Having done so, she tiptoed out as 
though she were leaving a sick-room. 

Mme. Legras pressed Adrienne’s hand. 

“What do you think of that woman?” she asked. 

Adrienne looked at her with frightened eyes. 

“Why do you ask?” said she in a voice that died 
away in her throat. 

“Because she seemed to me to speak very 
strangely,” said Mme. Legras. “I could have sworn 
that she is keeping something to herself. That lamp, 
for instance. What is there so extraordinary in its 
being empty?” 

She put up her veil round her hat brim and looked 
straight into Adrienne’s eyes. 

“You spent the night wide awake, that’s all. 
Didn’t you? The same thing with those cries they 
speak of. Suppose we say you had a nightmare and 
called for help in your sleep.” 

Adrienne did not move. Like those animals caught 
in a snare which stand stiff and motionless for a 
moment before fighting for their lives, she did not 
dare to say a word or make a movement. She felt 
the fingers of her new friend twining themselves be- 
tween her own, as though to hold her the more 
securely. 

“My little Adrienne,” said Mme. Legras, gently, 
“would you like it if I saw the doctor and the police 
commissary for you?” 
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The room grew dark round the young girl. With- 
out a word she let her head fall on the bosom of the 
woman she hated, who went on stroking her hair with 
delicate fingers and murmuring words she did not 
comprehend into her ear. 
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Chapter One. 


“ ov see how smoothly everything went off, just 

Y as I said it would. Why should they raise 
any difficulties over burying him at once—the poor 
gentleman! Doctor Maurecourt was simply splen- 
did. Such perfect breeding! You should make his 
acquaintance. You ought to see a few people, and 
not stay all alone as you do. It’s very bad for you. 
Do you know, though, what shocked me a little— 
just a very little, dear? You don’t mind my saying 
so? Not having the funeral from a church. Oh, I 
know you will say that everyone is free to think as 
he likes. All the same, just a touch of ceremony at 
the end does no harm. I am a believer myself. 
Don’t imagine I’m a devotee, far less a mystic. But 
I was brought up in the principles of thirty years 
ago. I am bourgeoise. I go to mass. Didn’t your 
poor father have any religion at all?” 

Mme. Legras was speaking. Dressed in a lilac 
gown and with an enormous straw hat on her head, 
she sat under one of the trees in the garden, em- 
broidering a handkerchief. From time to time she 
raised her eyes from her needlework and shot a glance 
under the hat brim in Adrienne’s direction. The girl, 
dressed in deep mourning, was seated at her side, 
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“No,” she answered. 

The continual chatter of her friend was not pleas- 
ing to her. In certain of Mme. Legras’s phrases 
she thought she detected a treacherous significance 
which gave ample food for thought. But she never 
refused to lend an ear to the unending stream which 
came from her lips. Every morning, since her 
father’s funeral, she went over to see Mme. Legras 
and stayed until lunch-time. In the afternoon the 
two very often took a walk or drive together. Once 
or twice they dined téte-d-téte. 

Adrienne had not changed her opinion of her new 
friend one whit. On the contrary, her detestation 
was stronger than before. But some tie seemed to 
exist between her and this woman so strong that she 
was powerless to break it or to rid herself of a com- 
panion who had now grown odious. She was quite 
sure Mme. Legras realized there was a mystery con- 
nected with her father’s sudden death. 'This alone 
might have warned her to keep so dangerous an 
acquaintance at arm’s-length. On the contrary, 
whenever she was not with her neighbor, Adrienne 
was overtaken with an inexplicable anxiety. She 
missed her tittle-tattle. That garrulous and indis- 
creet tongue, forever running on Mesurat’s tragic 
end, had become necessary to her. In listening to it 
she managed to experience at one and the same time 
a positive repugnance and a relative relief. Without 
offering a word in reply, she would sit with her hands 
crossed on her knee, harkening to the trite babble 
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mingled with suggestions that made her blood run 
cold. Sometimes the name of Maurecourt was 
dragged into this monologue, and the girl felt as 
though a blow were being aimed at him. She man- 
aged to conceal these mingled emotions behind an 
impassive face and answered Mme. Legras’s ques- 
tions as briefly as possible. 

“You gave me to understand that he forbade your 
leaving the house,” the older woman went on, as she 
drew her needle through one of a number of little 
leaves that she was embroidering in a corner of her 
handkerchief. “Poor gentleman! And he had such 
a gentle, timid air. Didn’t you tell me yourself that 
he was timid?” 

CV es,”? 

“Well, here you are now, quite free,” went on Mme. 
Legras, smoothly. “What are you going to do with 
all your time?” 

Adrienne shrugged her shoulders, as though to ex- 
press indifference, 

“The first thing to do is to make up your mind to 
forget,” went on the voice. “Great Heavens! a 
woman as young as you, with all her life before 
her... ! Weren’t you surprised to hear how rich 
you were when the lawyer read your father’s will?” 

“I’m not so very rich,” said Adrienne. 

‘Nonsense! You have his entire fortune.” 

“First of all, I divide everything with my sister— 
then, I don’t get my own share until I come of age.” 
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Mme. Legras sighed deeply. She was quite aware 
of Germaine’s critical condition. 

“Let us pray God spares her!” she said, piously. 

Both women were silent. It was a radiant summer 
day and the garden was brimful of the scent of 
flowers. Masses of lilac exhaled their sad and op- 
pressive odor. On the lawn which lay between the 
two women and the house, the yellow dachshund was 
chasing butterflies, yapping shrilly as he dashed 
round and round in circles. Birds were calling to 
one another in the lime trees. 

“There,” said Mme. Legras, drawing off her 
thimble. “Enough for to-day!” 

She rolled scissors, thimble, and thread in a hand- 
kerchief. Adrienne was familiar with the signal 
which let her know every day when Mme. Legras had 
had enough of her company. It humiliated her to 
such an extent that she was always vowing not to 
come back, or to leave half an hour earlier, knowing 
well that she would be unable to do either. She drew 
out her watch and affected surprise. 

“Quarter to twelve!”? she exclaimed. 

“You’re not thinking of going?” Mme. Legras 
never failed in this remark. 

“T have to think of lunch,” said Adrienne. 

“Well, then—” said Mme. Legras, with a smile. 
The two women rose and said good-by. 

“Come back soon,” called Mme. Legras after her, 
as she left the garden. 

Once in her own house, Adrienne always waited in 
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the parlor until lunch was served, and passed the 
time as best she might. Often, as before, she put on 
an apron above her black serge dress and wiped the 
furniture, over which she felt quite sure Désirée’s 
duster never passed. Or else she amused herself by 
taking the books out of their shelves, brushing their 
backs with a clothes brush, and putting them back 
in order of size. It never occurred to her to read 
one. Like many women whose childhood has been 
dull and who have nothing save unpleasant memories 
of their school days, reading for any length of time 
was as repugnant to her as though it were still a 
question of homework to prepare for the morrow. 

Very seldom indeed did she go to her own room 
now before bedtime. She felt less lonely in the 
ground-floor rooms, if only because the dining-room 
communicated with the kitchen by a narrow passage. 
Solitude was what she most dreaded. One day as she 
heard Pyramus, the dachshund, barking across the 
road, the idea occurred to her of buying a dog for 
herself. But she did not care much for dogs. Cats 
suggested spinsterhood, so she wanted none of them. 
If Mme. Legras had invited her to come and live at 
Villa Louise, she would have accepted gladly in spite 
of the pain which association with the woman gave 
her. One day, on thinking the matter over, she 
reached the conclusion that Mme. Legras was not 
only the person whose conversation distracted her 
most effectually, but the sole human creature in 
whose company she cared to be. 
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Strange as it may seem, she could not imagine her- 
self taking part in the simplest conversation with the 
doctor. She tried to think of him as little as possible, 
dismayed by the sadness that always descended on 
her when she did. The idea that he had once been 
in the house seemed strange and even terrible to her. 
Instead of bringing him nearer, it made him seem 
still more remote. She had not dared to confront him 
when he came, and she could never make herself be- 
lieve that he had actually sat down in the parlor 
where she spent every day. It shocked her like a 
sacrilege to think that he should have entered a house 
so little worthy to receive him. 

She hardly ever looked out the window now. Far 
from feeling free to act as she chose, she had the im- 
pression that something irreparable had come about, 
that it was too late now to turn her eyes toward the 
little white house or abandon herself to dreams about 
it. If it ever happened that she yielded to tempta- 
tion and looked at the blue roof above which a tree 
top trembled, she repented her impulse so bitterly 
that the momentary pleasure she gave herself and the 
suffering which was its inevitable result were out of 
all proportion. 

The important thing in her life now was to listen 
to Mme. Legras talking. ‘“She’s a good woman at 
bottom,” the girl often told herself, as though to 
excuse her continual need of these trite and perfidious 
monologues. But she knew her words were false as 
she uttered them. She feared Mme. Legras, she 
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dreaded her smile, her lingering handshake, and 
above all that loose tongue which let slip so many 
strange conjectures. Sometimes she was on the point 
of fainting when Mme. Legras referred to her 
father’s death. What alarmed her most was the 
placid and matter-of-fact tone the woman used in 
expressing the most disturbing opinions. Upon one 
occasion, for instance, she had remarked, without even 
raising her head: “Do you know, I should not be at 
all surprised if some one told me your poor father 
had been murdered.” 

Adrienne did not answer. But the tips of the 
fingers that she held twined in her lap turned icy 
cold. She had a sudden impulse to leap to her feet, 
to run to the railroad station, to take the train as 
Germaine had taken it, and to be gone. Instead, she 
remained motionless upon her chair, her eyes fixed 
on the skillful needle of Mme. Legras as it filled in 
the outline of a cluster of rosebuds in the corner of a 
handkerchief. Nothing could induce the girl to with- 
draw before half past eleven had struck. She sat 
still, awaiting the painful moment when Mme. Legras 
would roll up her work—when she herself would 
draw her watch from her belt with an astonished face. 
And she went away then with a quite indescribable 
regret, made desperate by the thought that she would 
be alone in a moment in the Villa des Charmes, which 
she detested more each day. She went so far some- 
times as to stuff her fingers in her ears as the gate 
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clanged to behind her. She could not bear to hear a 
noise which she knew so well and which recalled so 
many things to her mind. 

One day she did not return home at once, and the 
idea entered her head of going into the town for 
lunch. But the fear that it would be known and 
seem strange held her back. What would Désirée 
say if she failed to come in at her usual hour? She 
was sure, in spite of what Mme. Legras had affected 
to believe, that the maid suspected nothing. But 
she was resolved to do nothing which would give any- 
one the slightest excuse for speaking of her. For a 
similar reason, she never went out at night. She 
might meet some one. Better far to stay at home! 

After dinner she would sit down below a lamp in 
the big parlor and look over old photograph albums. 
With her elbows on the card table, she listened to the 
noise of dishes and pots and pans which reached her 
from the kitchen as she turned over the pages 
languidly. But as soon as she heard Désirée leave 
the back of the house and pass through the corridor 
on her way home, she began to feel nervous. She 
listened intently to the noise of the door opening and 
shutting, to the footsteps along the path, to the hate- 
ful creaking of the gate, whose hinges were stiff and 
which had to be slammed. It seemed to her then that 
silence spread about her like a great shadow, and that 
back of this silence was a strange murmur, made up 
of a multitude of voices. At such a time it became an 
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effort to turn the pages of her album; even the sound 
of her breathing disturbed her. By a strange mental 
twist she found herself at last almost regretting the 
time when two persons, seated at this very table, were 
forcing her to play cards with them. 
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Chapter Two 


Mesurat had been dead now for three weeks. 

e When the old man’s will was read, it trans- 

pired that the modest fortune left by him was divided 
equally between his two daughters. It also appeared 
that the deceased had not foreseen the possibility of 
dying before his younger daughter attained her ma- 
jority, and it had been necessary to appoint a trustee. 
The sole relatives of M. Mesurat were an elderly un- 
married woman at Rennes and a bachelor cousin who 
resided in Paris. Both had quarreled with their 
cousin Antoine many years before, and were well 
aware that they had nothing to expect from him. 
Notices of the death were sent them in vain: neither 
one nor the other was willing to undertake a useless 
journey. In the absence of a family council, and 
in face of the refusal of Adrienne’s relatives to con- 
cern themselves with her, the district judge of La 
Tour l’Evéque designated Maitre Biraud, notary- 
at-law, as trustee for Mlle. Adrienne Mesurat until 
her majority was reached. Germaine Mesurat re- 
tained a power of attorney and was authorized to 
propose to Maitre Biraud whatever modifications she 
considered fitting in the management of Adrienne’s 
fortune. It was arranged that Adrienne should re- 
ceive certain sums agreed upon by the lawyer and her 
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elder sister, month by month, said sums to be de- 
ducted from her share in the estate. Germaine, being 
of age, might draw her money as she pleased. The 
settlement was concluded in three weeks. 

As time passed, Adrienne gradually became inured 
to the circumstances of her new life, to loneliness and 
the sadness which never left her. She seemed to be 
suffering less. On waking in the morning, she had 
no longer that sorrowful feeling of surprise once hers 
at the thought that the day which was beginning 
would bring her nothing. Now, on the contrary, this 
very certainty seemed a good thing, and the very 
absence of any hope her best assurance against mis- 
fortune. What could possibly happen now to dismay 
her? Had she not by now exhausted the very sources 
of her melancholy? Suppose Maurecourt were to die, 
for example? How would her life be changed, since 
she no longer kept the slightest illusion in regard to 
him? 

To pass the time away until she could set out for a 
walk with Mme. Legras, or go to watch her sewing in 
her garden, she looked for some occupation, and put 
into execution certain plans which she had been enter- 
taining a long time. It was a question of changing 
the arrangement of every room in the house. She 
had already moved the furniture about in the parlor, 
breaking up the symmetrical arrangement of the 
armchairs, placing them against the wall instead of 
keeping them ranged in the middle of the carpet, and 
leaving a clear space that increased the apparent size 
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of the room. She changed the hanging of several 
pictures. Germaine’s old sofa was pushed into a 
corner between the two doors. She took off the old 
panther skin and draped the sofa with a Breton 
shawl. These petty changes so altered the aspect of 
the room that Adrienne affected not to recognize it, 
and smiled at the effect of her work. 

One morning she took a notion to climb to the third 
floor and examine Germaine’s bedroom. Up to now 
various considerations had restrained her. First the 
fear of possible infection. Désirée had been in- 
structed to clean the room thoroughly and to open 
the windows every day, while all that remained of 
Germaine’s wardrobe had long ago been given away 
to the poor. It seemed to the girl that the longer she 
waited, the better worth while the visit would be 
when it was made. Hadn’t she all her life to go up- 
stairs? Besides, since she no longer wished to think 
of the doctor, it would be futile to stand at the only 
window from which she had a chance of seeing him. 
This morning, however, she felt stronger than usual 
—uindifferent, even. ‘Perhaps I am less in love,” she 
said to herself with fictitious cheerfulness. She con- 
gratulated herself as on a victory. She might yet 
be happy, perhaps, once she succeeded in stifling this 
love for good and all. 

She went upstairs. Her hand trembled a little as 
she opened the door, and an indefinable scruple de- 
layed her on its threshold. The last time she had 
seen her sister here was the day Germaine had called 


wel Ma 


THE CLOSED GARDEN 215 


her up to tell her she was going to die. There was 
danger in the room, greater even than the risk of 
contagion. ‘There was the memory of a woman 
marked for death, who had passed long years of 
wasted suffering within its four walls. The bed, 
the chairs, the little medicine cabinet—everything 
spoke its own terrible and eloquent language. The 
idea seized Adrienne that perhaps merely being in 
the room brought bad luck. 

For a moment she was on the point of closing the 
door without entering. But her hesitation did not 
last. Something drew her irresistibly toward the 
window, stripped now of its curtains and blinds. She 
held her breath and took the width of the room in a 
few long strides. Her heart was palpitating; prob- 
ably she had run upstairs too fast. When she had 
thrown the window open, she took in deep breaths 
of the outside air, leaned over the gutter and looked 
straight before her. Between the lime trees at the 
Villa Louise she could see Mme. Legras walking along 
her flower beds, shears in hand. A little behind her 
was the dachshund, his sharp nose against the 
ground, sniffing the stones. Adrienne would have 
liked to hail her neighbor. But she controlled the 
impulse and contented herself with watching the 
stout lady pass from one plant to another, her face 
entirely hidden by a big straw hat. 

Suddenly Adrienne turned her head to the right. 
As before, she gripped the edge of the gutter and 
leaned out as far as she possibly could, the better to 
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see the little white house. This was the real reason 
she had come upstairs! She admitted it now, and 
felt a sudden transport at the thought of savoring a 
joy which she had denied herself for so many weeks. 
She gazed with a sort of greedy relish. ‘The sun was 
on the slate roof. The blaze reflected from it was 
what struck her first. Then her eyes sought the 
lower story and the window, which, as usual, was 
open. As she saw the window, Adrienne had the im- 
pression of being carried back a month. It was a 
positive shock to her to see how little everything had 
changed, as though she had had a right to expect 
some transformation. Simultaneously she recognized 
the languor which she had experienced a month ago 
im the same place—the positive suspension of life m 
her inmost bemg. Her wrists irked her. She leaned 
out farther still until she could make out the interior 
of the room that so intrigued her and which she al- 
ways assumed to be the doctor’s consulting-room. A 
ray of sunshine lit up the crimson tablecloth and the 
angle of the desk. 

All of a sudden, she drew back and pressed her 
hands against her mouth. Some one had appeared at 
the window. Certainly it was not the doctor; even 
her momentary glance showed her that. She stood 
upright a moment, her face turned away from the 
little white house, the back of her head against the 
window frame. <A kind of moan broke from her. 
She kept murmuring: “Who can it be? Who can it 
be?” but dared not turn her head to find out. Tt 
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seemed to her that her destiny depended on that 
moment—that she was on the point of finding out 
something dreadful yet essential which would mean 
happimess or unhappiness. A profound silence 
weighed on the street. The very birds were mute. 
Sound or motion had ceased as though by the spell 
of some enchantment. At last she could bear it no 
longer. She put her trembling hand on the gutter 
once more. The window was empty. 

She drew back quickly and sighed. “It was a mis- 
take,” she told herself. ‘There was no one there 
at all.” 

She ran out of the room and down the stairs. 

That afternoon, as she was leaving the house to go 
to Mme. Legras, the mail-carrier handed her a letter. 
She opened and read it in the street. It was from 
the superioress of the hospital where Germaine had 
taken refuge. 


“MapEMOISELLE: We beg to join most sin- 
cerely in the profound sorrow which must 
be yours at this time, and trust that the 
thought of Divine Providence is sustaining 
you during these difficult days. We were 
somewhat concerned, as doubtless you were 
yourself, for the bad effect which the sad 
news might produce upon your sister in her 
precarious condition. But she appears re- 
signed to all the trials which are our lot 
on earth. Please do not be too anxious on 
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her account. One might even dare to say 
that she is better. The air alone of this 
region ite 


Adrienne skipped ten lines and went on till her 
eyes fell on the bottom of the letter: 


“‘__weak to write you herself, begs you to 
deposit 500 francs at the St.-Blaise bank 
in her name and to renew the deposit 
monthly a 


She tore the letter into bits and threw them into 
the gutter. She had not written to her sister once, 
and only thought of her by accident and in the 
vaguest fashion. The idea of doing any commission 
for her was very distasteful. It was not that she be- 
grudged Germaine her share in the paternal inherit- 
ance. It was the obligation of having to think of her 
once every month that annoyed her—going to see the 
lawyer, mailing a letter, pronouncing her name! She 
laid it all to the hatred which she had always felt 
for her elder sister, but it was really due to something 
far stronger which she could not make up her mind 
to admit even to herself. Two things had taken a 
preponderant place in her existence. She must think 
of the doctor—or make up her mind never to think 
of him, which was only another way of letting him 
occupy her mind. She must listen to Mme. Legras as 
she talked about her father’s death, and inferentially 
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accused her of having murdered him. Anything 
which distracted. her from her ill-resisted love and 
from her unavowed remorse was unbearable. 

As she crossed the street she was regretting that 
she had not had her gloves on when she handled the 
letter from the hospital, which the sick woman had 
certainly read over and perhaps breathed upon. 

“What does she go on living for?” she asked her- 
self, callously. ‘What has she to fill her life?” 

A moment later she was in the garden of the Villa 
Louise. Mme. Legras was just leaving the house. 
She came down the garden steps, brandishing a blue 
pole which she was holding in her left hand, while 
with her right she pressed a brown paper package 
against her bust. 

“What’s that?” asked the girl. 

“You'll see in a minute,” said Mme. Legras. 

She reached the rod to her as though it were her 
hand, and sat down under one of the lime trees. 
Adrienne took a seat beside her. 

“My dear girl,” began the elder woman as she 
busied herself untying the string around her parcel, 
“T have a little piece of news that I hope is not going 
to upset you.” 

“News ” 

“I’m going away 

She placed her plump hands on the package and 
looked at the girl as though to judge the effect of 
her words. Adrienne only lowered her eyes. 

<<__and I come back in three days,” added Mme. 
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Legras, bursting into laughter. “My husband needs 
me,” she added, with a demure air. “Oh, nothing 
very serious; but his business keeps him so tied down 
that he cannot get away. So, you understand 
Did I ever tell you what his business is?” 

Adrienne shook her head. 

“Textiles—wool, cotton, silk,” quoted Mme. Le- 
gras. “Oh, Pm a regular little bourgeoise. And not 
a bit ashamed of it, either. Here’s one proof the 
more <3 

She opened her package. It seemed to contain a 
length of bright blue stuff. Mme. Legras rose, un- 
rolled the material completely with a certain solem- 
nity, and held it out at arm’s-length. It was a tri- 
color flag, about the size of a large table napkin. 

**T see,” commented Adrienne. 

The white, powdered face above the flag looked so 
droll that she had much ado not to Jaugh. 

“My husband sends me this for the Fourteenth,” 
Mme. Legras explained. “The other one we had was 
too faded. I’ve kept the staff for this one. First- 
- quality silk. Feel!” 

Adrienne took it between her fingers. 

“Two days after to-morrow is the Fourteenth,” 
went on Mme. Legras as she sat down. “I must sew 
this flag to the rod. Do you know it rather thrills 
me? I was brought up in the principles of thirty 
years ago, when being a good Frenchwoman meant 
being a good Christian. I don’t say that on your ac- 
count, my dear. But I was talking of my husband. 
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You must really meet him. . . . Do you mind hold- 
ing the rod for me while I sew? . . . Unhappily, his 
business has been going none too well for some time. 
The competition from abroad is terrible, especially in 
England. . . . Do you mind holding the rod stead- 
ier, my dear? . . . Consequently, all sorts of worry 
—about money, naturally. You should thank 
Heaven for having saved you from such things. You 
had a good father who did everything to insure you 
a happy future.” 

She bent over the rod and began to sew. 

“I was speaking of him only the other day,” she 
went on, with an abstracted air. 

“Of whom, madame?” asked the girl, after a mo- 
ment’s pause. 

“Why, of your father! You don’t go into the 
town, my dear child. I'll wager you have no idea 
what these country towns are like. You have to be 
a Parisian, as I am, to realize the difference. Chatter, 
chatter, chatter! I confine myself to listening. But 
yesterday a woman called Grand You know 
her, don’t you?” 

“The woman that keeps the draper’s shop,’ said 
Adrienne. Her cheeks turned pale. 

“'That’s who I mean. I was buying a spool of blue 
cotton for this very flag. Mademoiselle Grand waited 
on me, and as she wrapped up the spool—do you 
know what she said?” 

“No, madame.” 

“Please hold the thing firmer, my dear, or I’ll prick 
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my fingers... . She said: ‘You live opposite the 
Villa des Charmes, don’t you? You must know 
Mademoiselle Mesurat. Her father died very trag- 
ically. ‘There’s something unnatural about the whole 
affair? You understand, my dear, that I’m just 
quoting Mademoiselle Grand?” 

“Yes,” said Adrienne, with a catch in her breath. 

“Of course,” said Mme. Legras, without raising 
her eyes from her sewing, “I have no opinion either 
way. But since you called me on the day of the ac- 
cident, I can say what I think to you, however close 
I keep my mouth shut to other people. Well, I do 
think it all rather strange. I often wonder about it. 
And then, I have a certain instinct in these things 
that doesn’t deceive me. My dear, your father must 
have had a light when he went downstairs.” 

There was a brief silence. 

“So I just said to Mademoiselle Grand, ‘Yes, it 
does seem a little unnatural.’ Naturally I wasn’t 
going to discuss you with that woman. You would 
not have liked me to, would you?” 

“No.” 

“I was sure of it, my dear,” said Mme. Legras, 
very gently. 

She finished her seam without another word. With 
her hands clasping the rod, Adrienne looked at the 
white, robust neck under the straw hat, at the head 
bent over the needle. Her heart was invaded by a 
sort of dumb fury. It seemed eminently unjust to 
her that Mme. Legras should be at liberty to nourish 
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whatever plans she pleased—to carry the most vil- 
lainous thoughts in her head, of which she, Adrienne, 
the object of all these criminal meditations, knew 
nothing. She would have liked to strike the woman, 
to have upset her chair, to have done anything to 
prevent her thinking. “What right has she to cross- 
examine me?” she asked herself. ‘Probably she 
wants to make me talk and use whatever I say 
against me. I shan’t answer her any more.” 

“There we are,” said Mme. Legras, making a knot 
in her cotton thread. “It’s done. Let go—let go, 
please!” 

She almost tore the staff from Adrienne’s hands, 
which were clasped tightly on the wood and did not 
release it at once. 

“Of course you’re going to put out a flag,” said 
Mme. Legras, admiring her tri-color at arm’s-length. 

“Of course,” said Adrienne. 

“You seem a little sad and distraite. Is it what I 
just said?” 

NJ o.? 

Mme. Legras put her head on one side. 

“Ts it your lover?” she asked in a low voice. “You 
never speak of him, and that’s wrong. I have more 
experience than you. I understand these things.” 

“JT have no lover,” said Adrienne, in a hoarse 
voice. 

“Then you’re still more wrong,” Mme. Legras re- 
torted, spreading the flag across her knees. “A 
pretty girl like you!” 
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Adrienne shrugged her shoulders. 


“Being pretty doesn’t help much,” she murmured. 
“T’m none the happier for it.” 

“It doesn’t help when you have no money,” said 
Mme. Legras, 

The girl was going to answer, but checked her- 
self. She was sorry for having said anything at all. 
She loathed hearing this woman refer to her love 
affair. ‘The window that she had seen open that 
morning, and the face that had come to it, flashed 
into her mind. How could she persuade Mme. 
Legras to ask her inside her villa? There must be 
rooms in it with a full view of the little white house. 
But did she really want to see the window again? 
Did she really want to see the unknown person who 
had been looking out of it a moment ago? 

She spoke at random. 

“How long ago did you buy this villa?” 

“You must be dreaming!” answered the older 
woman. “You know quite well that I was not here 
last year. Besides, I haven’t bought the villa at all; 
T have only leased it. That is—my husband leased. 
ier 

She clasped her hand across the outspread ensign 
and added, in a rather chilly voice: 

“If you think what I said just now was indiscreet, 
perhaps you had best not expose yourself to such 
accidents in the future.” 

“It never occurred to me that you were indis- 
creet,” said Adrienne, blushing deeply. 


‘ THE CLOSED GARDEN 225 


_ = 


“Very well then,” replied Mme. Legras, rolling up 
her flag. “Don’t let us fall out about nothing. You 
value your secrets, and it’s natural you should.” 

She added almost immediately: 

“T have no secrets, and that’s the simplest way of 
all. Please let us not refer to it again a 

She made a gesture of her hand as though to efface 
something she saw before her, and rose. 

“Will you excuse me, dear? Ihaveto pack. After 
lunch I have to go to the vet. Dve left my dog 
there. I don’t like the way he’s Sane himself. 
Will you dine with me?” 

“Thank you very much,” said Adrienne, “but I 
can’t.” 

“Au revoir, then. No hard feelings?” 

“Why should there be?” 

The two women shook hands and Adrienne re- 
turned to her own house. 
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Chapter Three 


ARLY next morning the girl was drawn to the 
i) window by the noise of wheels stopping at the 
gate of Villa Louise. She saw Mme. Legras leave 
the house and settle herself in a carriage, which drove 
off quickly. Her heart sank at the sight. For a 
long time after its customary stillness had fallen on 
the quarter, she remained motionless, her eyes fixed 
upon the spot where she had seen her stout neighbor 
get into the cab, as if something irreparable had just 
happened, leaving her incredulous of the extent of 
her misfortune. Within her was a strange sense of 
emptiness. It needed Mme. Legras’s departure to 
make her realize how necessary the company of this 
odious woman had now become to her. She did not 
even attempt to explain such a monstrous paradox. 
She simply endured it as one endures something too 
overwhelmingly strong to be resisted. How much 
better off would she be if she understood the origin 
and nature of her slavery? How would it help her 
to be able to give a name to the thing that was 
forcing her to pay her daily visit to Villa Louise? 
She preferred not to question the hideous fact. The 
strange fear of herself which she had felt the night 
her father died—her horror at what she was capable 
of thinking and doing—abided in her. By some 
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strange necromancy, of whose principle she was ig- 
norant, it needed the perfidious gossip of Mme. 
Legras to give her even a semblance of interior peace. 
How was she to go on living if that woman went 
away? Yet she had gone. Three days had to be 
spent somehow before she came back—three days of 
insupportable loneliness, three silent days of which 
her old terrors would take full advantage, and 
against which she would have to battle incessantly 
until the monotonous and rapid voice of her neigh- 
bor returned to break the evil spell. 

She dressed herself quickly, resolved to go out. 
There had been a violent storm during the night and 
the weather was cool. The gray and threatening sky 
seemed to touch the tree tops. It was not yet eight 
o’clock. She took the first umbrella she could find 
and went out without waiting for the bonne to serve 
her morning coffee. 

Once in the street, she turned her back resolutely 
upon the little white house. She wouldn’t go in that 
direction—she wouldn’t even think of it. She wanted 
to tire herself out physically—to walk until her legs 
ached, to think of nothing, remember nothing—just 
to keep going through the town and into the coun- 
try—then come home and sleep! 

She walked up a side street, turned to the left, 
skirted the wall over which the cyclamens shed so 
sweet an odor, and went straight on. In three 
minutes’ time she was in the market-place of the little 
town. A few people bowed or nodded to her. She re- 
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turned their salutes awkwardly and accelerated her 
pace. It mattered little to her where she went. The 
essential was to keep moving. Nevertheless, she de- 
cided to leave the market, where everybody must 
recognize her. She turned down a narrow side street 
which led to the church, and stopped under a house 
porch to recover her breath. Her skin was moist; it 
had become too hot to wear her gloves. She took them 
off and mopped her nose and cheeks with her hand- 
kerchief. After a few minutes she resumed her walk 
and gained the principal thoroughfare of the town. 
It was quiet enough here at that early hour. A few 
prentices taking down the shop shutters stared at 
this lady who was walking so fast. She noticed 
it, turned back, was seized by an unreasoning panic, 
and changed her direction. Everything grew con- 
fused. The girl, who was usually so composed, began 
to lose her head. She would have started to run if 
she had not been afraid of looking suspicious. At 
the bottom of her heart the fear always reigned of 
doing something which would appear “strange.” As 
she was crossing a street, a cart which she had not 
heard, and which was coming from the right, all but 
ran over her. She leaped back and nearly fell. In 
her nervousness she kept to the half of the pavement 
farthest from the roadway and nearest the wall. Sud- 
denly she lifted her eyes. Upon the glazed door of 
a shop she read the name: Ernestine Grand. 

She stopped at once. The shop front was painted 
black. In its badly-dressed window, knitted gar- 
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ments in pale-colored wools, stockings and slippers, 
were piled together pell-mell. Long red and blue 
aprons hung from hooks. Adrienne recalled the 
draper’s shop of which Mme. Legras had spoken. 
This must surely be it. It seemed to her that, in 
some inexplicable fashion, and almost as though the 
whole incident were a dream, she was going to find 
her neighbor inside. Besides, here was a handy means 
of escaping the curious eyes which she felt sure were 
fixed on her. She walked into the shop. 

The tinkle of a cracked bell announced her entry, 
but it was some time before anyone came out to serve 
her. The little shop was poorly lighted. A long 
counter took up the greater part of it. Green 
drawers with brass handles occupied the entire side 
of one wall. A vague smell of cloth and mildew as- 
sailed the nostrils. Every sound from outside was 
muffled and changed m character, and the street, 
from which the shop was only separated by a single 
thickness of glass, might have been miles away. 

Adrienne took a chair and pulled off her gloves. 
In the profound stillness of the shop she could hear 
the sound of her own breathing. A confused hum 
was in her ears, as always happened when she found 
herself in a close room. But her heart beat less fast 
than in the street outside and she grew calmer. 

At last a door at the back of the shop opened and 
a woman entered who seemed displeased to find a cus- 
tomer so early. She threw a furtive look over the 
counter to be sure that nothing had been left ex- 
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posed. She was a tall thin woman, and walked with- 
out making any sound except the rustle of her black 
dress. She said “good day” and placed herself be- 
hind the counter, in front of Adrienne. 

“Mademoiselle?” 

“IT want a reel of white thread,” said Adrienne, 
quickly. 

She took off her gloves once more in order to ap- 
pear at ease, and with her eyes followed the move- 
ments of the woman, who began to pull out a drawer 
without further words. To give herself courage, she 
clasped her hands tightly on the counter. She would 
have liked to say something which would be an ex- 
cuse for Mlle. Grand to talk about Mme. Legras, 
but could think of nothing. Suddenly she heard the 
following sentence issue from between her own lips: 

“Did Madame Legras come here yesterday?” 

Then she was silent. A deathly moment passed 
before the woman closed the drawer and answered 
as she turned round: 

“The day before yesterday—to buy some thread.” 

Mlle. Grand had pinched features and the flesh of 
her face appeared dead, like that of a religious 
who never goes out but breathes the same impure air 
all day. She laid the tray containing reels of differ- 
ent colors on the counter, and leaned forward a little. 
Adrienne watched her blanched eyelids and the part- 
ing in the center of her grizzled hair, which she wore 
in two bandeaux. 

“Will mademoiselle kindly choose?” the woman 
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said in an even voice. Without altering its level tone 
in the slightest, she added: 

“She said she knew you very well.” 

“That is so,” said Adrienne, with a sort of vivacity 
which she checked at once. 

With the tips of her fingers she lifted several reels, 
but made no choice. 

“She left yesterday for a few days,” she went on, 
with an absorbed air. “I saw her yesterday after- 
noon. She had a flag to sew, and I helped her.” 

“Mademoiselle has had a hard time,” said the 
woman, after a few moments. “That was what 
Madame Legras was saying AS 

Adrienne raised her eyes slightly and saw both 
hands of the speaker on the counter. They were 
long hard hands, their discolored skin wrinkled at 
the knuckles. She sighed, and took up one reel which 
she inspected more closely. 

“Madame Legras’s husband is in business, isn’t 
he?” she inquired suddenly, setting down the reel. 

““M. Legras?’ ” echoed the draper. 

She gave way to a little noiseless laugh. Adrienne 
looked at her. 

“TIsn’t he in the silk and cotton business?” the girl 
asked, with uneasiness in her voice. 

Mile. Grand shrugged her shoulders slightly and 
smiled. 

“T don’t know the gentleman,” she said. 

“But she was speaking of him yesterday; she told 
me he was in the silk and cotton industry.” 
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“Mind you, I am not saying she does not know 
39 


some one in the trade 

Adrienne gave way to a nervous little laugh. 

“Then—her husband “4 

The woman dropped her head on one side, and 
rubbed the tip of one finger up and down the edge 
of the tray. 

“TY don’t want to say anything indiscreet 
she began at last. 

“There’s no question of that,” said the girl, lean- 
ing across the counter. ‘Anything you say is be- 
tween ourselves. I give you my word for that.” 

For the first time since she had entered the shop, 
Mlle. Grand now raised her lids and fixed her pale 
eyes on Adrienne. The two women looked at one 
another a moment. 

“The gentleman seems to be very generous toward 
her,” said the woman, again lowering her eyelids. 

“Did she say so herself?” 

“Yes,” said Mlle. Grand in an almost inaudible 
voice. 

One would have thought she was confessing a sin 
of her own. 

“Mind you, she has never said the gentleman 
wasn’t her husband, as you may well believe. But 
the thing is no secret here, however much she may 
think it is. Everybody knows it.” 

Adrienne was aghast. She remembered what her 
father had hinted about Mme. Legras. A hundred 
petty details whose significance had escaped her re- 
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curred to her now: the cosmetics her friend used so 
lavishly, her free and easy manner the very first time 
they had spoken, her voice! Everything that had 
disgusted her was explained by what she had just 
heard. How came it she had not understood before? 
But could anyone credit the impudence of these crea- 
tures—not scrupling to appear in public—at the 
Sunday concerts! For Adrienne did not hesitate to 
place Mme. Legras in the most abject category of 
fallen women. Her forehead and cheeks blazed. 
Never had her pride received such a blow! To think 
she had made friends with a street-walker! Some- 
thing thrilled in her. She was suddenly conscious 
of being a Mesurat—a Mesurat, but how dishonored, 
how soiled, almost! She put down her veil, picked 
up her gloves and the reel, and left the shop with- 
out another word. 

As soon as she got outside the door she drew the 
reel out of her hand-bag and dropped it in the gutter. 

A fine rain was falling noiselessly. It was not 
much more than a mist, but she opened her um- 
brella and began to run. She didn’t care now who 
. sawher. The great thing was to get home as quickly 
as possible. 

When she was withindoors she did not go to the 
trouble of taking off her hat and jacket. She sat 
down in a corner of the parlor, her head bowed and 
her arms on her knees—the attitude of a woman 
in despair. What tore at her heart more than any- 
thing else was the feeling that she had been duped. 
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It seemed to her that the humiliation would kill her. 
Doubtless Mme. Legras had gossiped around the 
town. Women of her sort always did. She must 
have exaggerated the intimacy between herself and 
Adrienne, and repeated a hundred things which the 
girl had had the unpardonable simplicity to con- 
fide. How everybody must be laughing and making 
fun of her! 

She recalled Mme. Legras telling her fortune— 
Mme. Legras questioning her on her father’s in- 
come. All these things corresponded so faithfully 
with the idea she entertained of women of Léontine’s 
calling that she asked herself whether she had not 
been crazy not to understand at the time. And each 
fresh memory drew forth a groan of indignation. 

Presently more serious considerations recurred to 
her mind and heightened her agitation. It was not 
likely that Mme. Legras had refrained from gos- 
siping about M. Mesurat’s death. What had she 
said about it? What part had she made the daughter 
play in her stories? 

Adrienne rose and took several paces up and down 
the room. 

Then, the suspicious manners of Mme. Legras— 
those ambiguous phrases of which she was so fond? 
What did all this mean—what did it really mean? 
To be sure, she had thought of these things before. 
But up to now she had gone no further than saying 
to herself, vaguely: “This is a treacherous woman: 
she’s playing a double game,” forbidding herself to 
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follow the train of thought further, for fear of per- 
ceiving that she must deprive herself absolutely of 
the woman’s company. 

Now she had come to herself at last. This had 
to end! Otherwise this woman would bring the whole 
town on her back—and have her arrested as a crim- 
inal. She said the word out loud, in an emphatic 
voice: “A criminal! Me!” The idea could not have 
shocked her more if it had been the first time she 
had given it a thought. Doubtless, she had heard 
Mme. Legras insinuate all manner of infamies, and 
had felt afraid of her. But had she ever really be- 
lieved that this woman suspected her of being a mur- 
deress? Surely not! If so, would she have gone 
every day to see her? Would she not sooner have 
taken to flight? Well, all doubt was over now. Mme. 
Legras was a woman of ill-fame, hence a creature 
capable of the most atrocious designs. What was 
Adrienne to do? 

She leaned against the mantelpiece and put her 
hands over her eyes. Through the darkness she made 
for herself red flashes kept coming and going. It 
was raining harder. She heard the drops patter on 
the sill of the half-opened window. After a while her 
body grew too weak to support her upright and she 
sat down at the marble-topped card table. She had 
an impression of having lived alone in this house, 
not for a month, but for years. Do what she would, 
the image of her father appeared persistently before 
her eyes. She kept thinking: “Since my father’s 


236 THE CLOSED GARDEN 


death—my father’s death »” and it was as though 
the unspoken words flung a veil over the tragedy 
which prevented her from looking it in the face. The 
trite expression satisfied her because of the every- 
day aspect it gave to Mesurat’s terrible end, and be- 
cause it drove the sinister reality to the back of her 
brain. 

To keep it at a distance still better, she let her 
thoughts run upon the doctor. From where she sat 
she saw the little white house, and gave herself up 
to the contemplation of a stretch of wall and an angle 
of its roof with the languid and somber joy of one 
who has long fought temptation but has yielded at 
last. Behind these walls a man was living who had 
the power by a single word to make her happy for- 
ever. She summoned his image to her imagination. 
Why did she not go to see him—speak to him face to 
face? Why? Because she had waited too long and 
the right moment had passed. She said to herself, 
with the superstition of a soul whom loneliness has 
robbed of all hope, that the problems of her life were 
each predestined in advance by some occult power, 
and that, for each, one moment only was left her 
wherein to act. There had been some one hour, some 
one minute in the past, when she should have put on 
her hat, crossed the street, and rung the doorbell of 
the little white house. . . . Now, nothing was left her 
but to live on as best she might, with her useless 
regrets and the love which she had not known how to 
handle victoriously for company. 
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She made no fight. She suffered the memory of 
her former hopes to turn upon her and rend her heart. 
It even seemed to her that she was sinking toward 
the ultimate recesses of her unhappiness as toward 
a refuge. Once she had touched these, nothing more 
could reach her. 

Moved by a sudden resolution, she got up and 
went to Germaine’s old room. By going and sitting 
there at the window she would prove her strength— 
would show that she was now resigned and that the 
incertitude, born of a hope and of an apprehension 
that were both alike sad, had passed from her. 

She entered the room, opened the window, and 
leaned out, her hands gripping the zinc gutter. 
Drops of rain fell on her neck. Her heart began to 
beat with the precipitate movement she had learned 
to know so well, and whose repercussion seemed to 
shake her entire being. She looked at the little white 
house. As invariably happened, her glance traveled 
from the slate roof, glistening in the rain, to the 
tree top, which the lightest breeze caused to quiver. 
She would not look at the window yet. She reserved 
this as something that would be at once a supreme 
joy and a supreme test. She even forced herself not 
to see it. 

To-day there was some one at the window. Even 
while she was looking at the roof and the tree, she 
knew this, and knew, too, that her heart was beating 
faster for no other reason. This time, however, she 
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did not draw in her head. She waited a few seconds, 
then lowered her gaze. 

A child—a little boy twelve or thirteen years old 
—was leaning over the window bar and trying to 
reach the edge of the gutter with a toy whip. She 
held her breath and followed his movements. 'The 
child reached out his arm, grasping the whip handle 
in both hands. She could see only his head, but no- 
ticed he had black hair. His face was kept low, his 
mouth was probably against the bar. He was dressed 
in a blue-checked blouse. A deep white collar that 
fell over it at the neck contrasted vividly with his 
black hair. 

She waited motionless till the child left the win- 
dow, then drew back and took a few steps in the room. 
The door was ajar; she shut it. Then she shut the 
window, too, and sat down upon a chair. She ful- 
filled every gesture slowly, as though following some 
ritual, And suddenly, in the stifling silence of the 
little room, she abandoned herself to every sad 
thought she had struggled with, and tears streamed 
down her cheeks. 

A few minutes later she hurried downstairs. She 
had made up her mind that she would no longer stay 
in this house. The sight of these walls—of this fur- 
niture—of these mute witnesses, which recalled and 
revived her suffering incessantly, was making her too 
unbearably unhappy. She went into her own room, 
filled a little hand-bag at random with a few neces- 
sities for travel, took a hundred francs from the olive- 


THE CLOSED GARDEN 239 


wood casket, and left the Villa des Charmes. Before 
leaving the house, she told Désirée that she would be 
away for a day or two. 

She congratulated herself on her sudden act. Only 
five minutes ago she had been weeping in a stuffy 
room. Suddenly she had perceived that she was a 
fool to be weeping, a fool to let life overwhelm her 
without an effort to defend herself. And now she 
was on her way to the station, with a firm and rapid 
pace that exhilarated her, her bag in one hand, her 
open umbrella in another. It was still raining. As 
she walked she could hear the drops drumming on 
the tightly stretched silk, and tried to weave some 
kind of rhythm into the sound they made. It seemed 
to her that her attention to such petty things was a 
proof of her new freedom of spirit, and lifted her, 
in some queer fashion, above herself. Perhaps her 
fit of weeping had done her good. It had made her 
feel ashamed of herself, yet somehow stronger. 

When she came in sight of the station she had to 
ask herself whither she was bound. The train for 
Paris was not due for two hours and a half. In any 
case she did not want to go to Paris. She had been 
there several times and had brought back nothing 
save a disagreeable sensation of confusion and fever- 
ishness. In the waiting-room she looked over a time- 
table. In a quarter of an hour there would be a train 
for Montfort-lAmaury. Something in the look of 
the name, and of a colored poster advertising the his- 
toric interest of the little town, pleased her. She 
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bought a second-class ticket, and began to walk to 
and fro in the waiting-room and on the platform. A 
sudden animation took hold of her, and, as soon as 
she was quite alone, she began to utter sentences with- 
out finishing them. Anyone overhearing her would 
have thought them addressed to some weak com- 
panion who had to be encouraged and made to move. 

“Let us be off,” she said, half aloud, “quickly!” 
- . - She looked about her furtively and went on: 
“This has got to end. I won’t stay here. I can’t 
stay here.” 

Fearing she had spoken the last few words too 
loudly, she covered them with a cough. But there 
was no one near enough to hear. This made her 
laugh. She was stifling the sound with her handker- 
chief when the train was announced. 

The few travelers who were waiting for it on the 
platform all got in third class, and she had no trouble 
in findmg an empty compartment. As soon as she 
was seated upon the blue cloth cushions and felt the 
tram begin to move, first slowly, than faster and 
faster, she felt inclined to get up and burst into song. 
It was the first time she had ever traveled alone, and 
for the first time she felt she was really free. The 
inexplicable constraint from which she suffered at 
Villa des Charmes was lifted from her shoulders. She 
would no longer have to fight with herself, no longer 
have to think of certain matters. As she watched 
the trees, the houses, all the odious landscape of La 
Tour ?Evéque fade away in the distance, a fullness 
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rose in her throat. But it was something quite differ- 
ent from the anguish of a few minutes ago. 

Her hat was binding her forehead. She took it 
off, and opened both windows to air the stuffy com- 
partment. The wind blew through her hair. She 
threw her head back, listening to the regular vibra- 
tions of the train. The noise was far from disagree- 
able to her. There seemed to be a hidden meaning 
in the dull rhythmic clang of the wheels, which found 
an echo within her like some sonorous phase, con- 
tinually repeated in order to fasten it in the memory 
for ever. Finally she dropped off to sleep. 

The train was entering the station at Montfort 
when she awoke, roused from her sleep by the halt 
and sudden quiet. She threw on her hat, clutched 
her umbrella and hand-bag, and jumped out on the 
platform. A porter who noticed her looking about 
her with a flurried and timid air showed her the exit. 

She found herself upon a square, surrounded by 
trees, and sodden with rain. A white road whose 
end she could not perceive led straight toward the 
country, between woods and open fields. She went 
back into the station and asked a railwayman the 
way to the town. The man waved his arm in its 
direction and further informed her that it was half 
an hour’s walk away, but that she could take a cab. 
Two or three were parked before the station doors. 

She hesitated. 'The rain was still falling and 
showed no signs of ceasing before night. On the 
other hand, Adrienne’s training made her look upon 
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a carriage as a form of luxury. She calculated the 
cost rapidly. After all, the fare would come out of 
her savings and not out of the sum she drew month 
by month. This argument decided her. She made 
her way toward a fiacre in the rank and installed 
herself under its capacious leather hood, after direct- 
ing the driver to take her to the town. 

As far as the first houses of Montfort-l’Amaury 
the road is paved and bordered with trees. 'To right 
and left stretches the same open country, dull and 
melancholy beyond words upon a rainy afternoon. 
All that Adrienne could make out, by leaning for- 
ward on her seat, was an uninterrupted expanse of 
fields covered with green crops creased and tossed into 
furrows by the wind and rain. The horizon was 
bounded by an irregular screen of trees which seemed 
engaged in a fruitless effort to get together and make 
a wood. A colorless sky added its pallor to the deso- 
lation of the landscape. 

She leaned back on the cushions and ceased to 
take notice of her surroundings. Presently she per- 
ceived, by the slackened pace of the horse, that the 
carriage had turned into some sort of street. She 
leaned forward again, and perceived a few children, 
attracted by the noise, who were peeping out from 
the doorways and following the carriage with eyes 
in which she seemed to read distrust. 

The driver reined in his horse in front of a church. 
After the noise of wheels and hoofs, the girl found 
the silence vaguely disagreeable. She got out. It 
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was the lunch hour and the streets were deserted. As 
she paid her fare, she heard a cock crow from some 
yard near by. Without knowing why, the ragged 
sound made her heart ache. 

When the cab was out of sight, Adrienne remem- 
bered that she should have asked the driver to take 
her to some restaurant or hotel. She disliked the 
idea of going into a shop for the information she re- 
quired and of disturbing people who were seated at 
table. She turned at haphazard into a street which 
descended rather steeply and which seemed to be the 
main artery of Montfort. The houses were so old 
and so still that she could not help gazing at them 
with a sort of half-frightened curiosity. She turned 
back and looked again at the church tower. Here 
and there its stones had assumed the very hue of the 
rain. It was patterned irregularly with a dark moss 
like seaweed. Under the rainy sky, at this silent hour 
when all life and motion seemed suspended, the girl 
had a confused impression that the old village was 
waiting for her and that she had been drawn to it 
by some secret and potent spell. 

She began to walk again. <A board at the inter- 
section of two streets recommended a hotel, and a 
white arrow indicated that the way to reach it was 
to continue straight ahead. Soon Adrienne had 
left the farthest houses of the little town behind 
her, and was walking upon a country road bordered 
by trees and hedges. She began to think she had 
made a mistake. But a second board repeated the 
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instructions of the first, and she noticed, at a turn 
in the road, a long low house, rather less than modest 
in appearance, between two windows of which, at 
the height of the first story, appeared the legend in 
large black letters: Hotel Beauséjour. 

The house had two doors. Adrienne knocked at 
one without obtaining any response. Through a win- 
dow on the ground floor she could see a country salle 
ad manger, paved with red tiles. She waited a mo- 
ment, then passed to the other door, and entered it 
without knocking. She was in a poorly lighted room. 
A long mirror framed in black fronted the door and 
cast a wan reflection upon the gloom. Leaning over 
a zinc counter, a workman in a blue blouse was sip- 
ping a glass of wine and watching a little boy who 
sat drawing away busily at the far end of the room, 
his forearms upon a marble table. Both turned their 
heads when they saw Adrienne. 

““Hi! madame!” shouted the workman to some one 
in the interior of the house. 

Adrienne was making up her mind to go when a 
woman appeared in the frame of a doorway. She had 
gray hair, a fat white face, and might be fifty years 
old. A blue apron covered her stomach tightly. She 
stood with her hands upon her hips. 

“Do you want a room?” said she. 

Without waiting for an answer she added, in an 
acid voice: 

“We haven’t got any left!” 

“I want some lunch,” said Adrienne. 


THE CLOSED GARDEN 245 


“Good!” said the woman. “This way.” 

Adrienne followed her into the room that she had 
seen through the window. 

“Do you want to eat now?” asked the proprietress. 

**At once, please,” answered Adrienne. 

She sat down at a little table near the fireplace, 
and deposited her bag near her chair while the woman 
spread a cloth over the oilcloth-covered table top. 
It was cold in the empty dining-room, but she was too 
tired to think either of complaining or of going else- 
where. 

“If you really want a bedroom,” said the landlady 
as she laid fork and spoon before the girl, “I have 
just one left. You have time to look at it before 
the soup is ready.” 

“Please,” assented Adrienne. 

Picking up her valise, she followed the landlady. 
The two passed through a doorway at the end of the 
dining-room, crossed a little courtyard, and mounted 
a wooden staircase between two walls painted green. 
As she toiled upstairs behind her guide, watching 
the worsted-clad ankles and the enormous heels which 
emerged at each swish of a gray skirt, an acute 
desire seized on her to run away—to slip downstairs 
softly and betake herself to the road again. How 
she would run! But she lacked strength of mind to 
carry out any such scheme. 

On the first landing the woman pushed open a door 
and showed a room whose space was almost wholly 
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taken up by an iron bedstead. She shut it again and 
remarked : 

“That’s let to some people from Paris.” 

She turned into a corridor as she spoke. 

“That one, too,” she added, with a jerk of her 
thumb in the direction of another door. 

Arrived at a third door, she turned and looked 
Adrienne full in the eyes. 

“I can let you have this one till to-morrow.” 

She opened the door. Before Adrienne’s eyes was 
a square room containing a vast wooden bedstead. 
Through a little window near the ceiling could be 
seen a whitewashed wall and the tops of a few trees. 
A washbowl stood on a pine table. 

“All right,” said Adrienne. 

She set down her bag, lowering her eyes before the 
piercing gaze of the landlady. 

“Pll take this room,” she said. 

When she came downstairs she saw the workman 
seated not far from the place she had chosen. He 
was eating and reading a newspaper. She sat down 
in turn and began to eat what was brought her. From 
time to time she could not resist casting a glance 
toward her neighbor. She liked having him there. 
It made her feel she was not altogether alone. Above 
a black marble mantelpiece a big almanac leaned 
against a mirror, whose depths, discolored by age, 
reflected the angle that a pale green wall made with 
a dirty ceiling. She ate very little, but, to warm 
her chilled body, drank some of the sour wine which 
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was served her. Nothing broke the silence save the 
rustle of the newspaper, which the young working- 
man continually folded and unfolded. At times he 
leaned over the sheet with a sort of avidity, carrying 
a morsel of food meantime to his lips. He was a 
young man of about thirty, his face powdered with 
plaster, his eyes bright and inquisitive. He had a 
trick of brushing up his little fair mustache with the 
back of his hand, and he eyed Adrienne furtively from 
time to time. At one moment, just as the girl was 
assuring herself that he had not finished his meal and 
that he was not preparing to go, their eyes met. 
Realizing that he had surprised her, she blushed and 
turned away her head. 

“Bad weather for traveling,” said the man, low- 
ering his newspaper. 

Adrienne nodded. 

“Probably you are not from these parts,” he went 
on. 

She bit her lips. Why on earth had she let her 
eyes wander? Wasn’t it enough to be mixed up with 
a Mme. Legras, and to have drawn confidences from 
a woman in a draper’s shop? Did she have to join 
in a conversation with a plasterer? A few seconds 
passed which seemed interminable. The workman 
neither moved nor spoke. On her side she crossed 
her hands in her lap and sat absolutely still. Sud- 
denly she heard her neighbor saying, in a deliberate 
and sarcastic voice: 

“Madame is traveling?” 
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A short mocking little laugh followed, and a crack- 
ling of paper announced that he had shaken out his 
news sheet and was resuming the perusal of its 
columns. Adrienne straightened herself in her seat 
and sipped a little water. 

Do what she would, she could not continue her 
meal, All the dishes seemed tasteless. ‘The few 
mouthfuls she forced herself to swallow stuck in her 
throat and were like to choke her. The stringy meat, 
the purée of potatoes mashed in water, disgusted her. 
Only the wine, with its acid tang, pleased her palate. 
She drank a glass of it. 

She had been cold when she came in and now she 
was hot—too hot, indeed. She raised herself a little 
on her seat and in the dull looking-glass saw that her 
face was red. The blood mounted to her head and 
beat in her temples. She sat back. A sudden desire 
to weep took possession of her, but her eyes remained 
dry. It was not sadness that made her want to cry, 
but anger, and anger against herself. What was she 
doing in this restaurant? Was she any happier here 
than in the Villa des Charmes? Something seemed 
to be binding her forehead just above the eyebrows. 
If she could only get her eyes to water, she was sure 
it would soothe her. But these vain attempts to give 
way to tears fatigued her. She leaned her elbow on 
the table, supported one burning cheek in her open 
hand, and closed her eyes. She had the impression 
that everything around her was being shifted like 
scenery. ‘The noise made by the young workman 
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every time he touched his plate with his fork reached 
the girl like some strange sound which the buzzing 
in her head prevented her identifying. This lasted 
a few moments. When she reopened her eyes they 
fell upon the menu, scrawled in violet ink. She looked 
at it without being able to decipher a word. Sud- 
denly an idea flashed across her brain. She had 
noticed a pencil upon the mantelpiece just now. She 
reached for it, turned the menu over and began to 
write upon the back: 

= Mionsieur’s «.''.? 

She drew her pencil through the word slowly, as 
though thinking of something else, then crossed it 
out vigorously until it was quite obliterated, and 
wrote these words hastily: 


“Here, at Montfort, on the 11th of July, 
1908, I was more unhappy than I have ever 
been in my life. I was unhappy on your 
account. Will you never have pity on me?” 


By now tears were running down her face. She 
folded the paper and put it in her corsage. The 
words which she had just written were in some sort 
a release, and she felt a little better. She heaved a 
sigh and blew her nose. 

When the landlady entered, carrying a morsel of 
cheese and a plate of fruit, Adrienne told her, in 
quite a firm voice, that she had changed her mind 
and would not stay for the night. The weather, she 
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added, was too bad. Without touching her dessert, 
she paid her bill and went upstairs to get her valise. 
As she looked at the whitewashed walls of the little 
room, she had a thrill of joy, as of escaping a danger. 
She enjoyed thinking how horrible it would all look 
when she was far away. Night would come slowly 
through that window, whose panes, so high up on 
the wall, allowed only a view of a long wall and a 
few trees, glistening in the rain. What hours would 
have been hers, under the red quilt, in that room 
at the back of a solitary house, already so gloomy 
under the lowering sky! She caught up her hand- 
bag and ran out. 

As she crossed the dining-room afresh on her 
way to the door, the landlady was talking to the 
young workman as she served him his coffee. She did 
not look at them, but knew that their eyes were fol- 
lowing her with hostile curiosity. She caught a few 
words uttered by the woman: 


“T was sure of it—that girl By 
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Chapter Four 


HE opened her umbrella and, despite her fatigue, 
S began torun. She was surprised at finding her- 
self able to go so fast and to make such long strides. 
It was for all the world as though she were being 
carried on by a motive force of which she was no 
longer mistress, as though she were flying before 
some one whose footsteps she could hear at her back. 
In a few minutes she reached the church, and looked 
at it hastily under the drenched silk of her umbrella. 
Those green stones over which a deluge seemed to 
have passed, that pavement pelted by the rain, sud- 
denly seemed things so strange and remote from her- 
self that she received an actual shock. All at once she 
received an impression unexperienced till now—a 
sense of the complete indifference of all these things 
‘to the drama that was being enacted within her, the 
indifference of that church and square to her suffer- 
ing, the indifference of millions of human creatures to 
her fate. Her heart sank at the thought of her soli- 
tude. She crossed the square and entered a café just 
to find some one to speak to. 

There war no one, and she would have been sur- 
prised had there been. This cold, mean town, as 
though reluctant to let its people be seen, hid them in 
the recesses of its houses. She called aloud, and after 
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a brief interval a man appeared. He had jumped 
up from table and was wiping his mouth as he 
entered. Resentment at having been disturbed was 
visible in his face. 

“What can I do for you?” 

‘“‘Where can I hire a cab?” 

“Are you going to the station? Wait till four 
o’clock. They all go to meet the train from Dreux.” 

“TI want one now,” said Adrienne. “Where can 
I find it?” 

The man rested his fist on the marble top of a 
table. 

“I hire out the cabs,” said he, in an impatient 
voice. “There is no train for Paris before four.” 

“I’m not going to Paris,” said Adrienne, who was 
growing impatient herself. “I’m going to Dreux.” 

She had made the decision on the spur of the mo- 
ment, and added, “There is a train for Dreux at two 
o’clock.” 

The man looked at her a moment, shrugged his 
shoulders, and turned his back upon her. 

“A trip like that isn’t worth while,” he grumbled 
as he disappeared through the door. “I should want 
my return fare paid.” 

She picked up her hand-bag, which she had put 
upon a table near-by, and down whose leather sides 
water was trickling. Anguish took her by the throat. 
The long road which she had to travel afoot seemed 
to her an ordeal over-harsh, yet one that she would 
have to accept. The quicker the better! She left 
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the café and almost ran across the square. She had 
noticed that the faster she went the less she felt her 
fatigue. 

The rain ceased as Adrienne left the village and 
entered upon the state road. A fresh breeze was 
blowing, but the wheat, its ears now heavy with rain, 
hardly stirred. Along the ditches, however, the short 
grass blew this way and that, like hair through which 
invisible fingers were being passed. Profound silence 
lay upon the deserted country. The girl walked on, 
keeping her head down for fear the length of the 
road might discourage her, and resolved not to raise 
her eyes till she was in front of the station. To oc- 
cupy her mind she counted each click of her heels on 
the paved road. Sometimes she shifted her bag from 
one hand to another. But soon her reflections robbed 
her of all sense of motion or fatigue, and she arrived 
at the railway much quicker than she had expected. 

There was no train to Dreux till three o’clock, 
and she had to wait in a buvette just outside the sta- 
tion. It was a little house, newly built, where noth- 
ing had had time to get dirty. The billiard table 
smelt of varnish. The marble tops of the tables had 
not lost their polish. On one of these was a rack of 
postcards that squeaked on its axis as she pushed it 
round with her finger. Adrienne sat down near these 
postcards, after ordering a cup of coffee and taking 
off her hat, which she shook free of rain under cover 
of the table as soon as she was alone. The pain in 
her head beat against her temples and forehead by 
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turns, like some trapped and terrified bird. Her 
drenched clothing clung to her body and she shiv- 
ered more than once. To pass the time away she 
began to examine the postcards, and could not help 
noticing what a false idea they gave of Montfort. 
What could be gayer than these old streets lined with 
leafy trees? And this church—which she had seen 
livid and sinister under the rainy sky—how innocent 
it all seemed! She chose a postcard of the church. 
Without hesitating a moment, and as though she were 
accomplishing a natural and half-conscious gesture, 
she wrote the doctor’s name on it. It was the first 
time she had ever written it, and when she had fin- 
ished the address she stopped, dumfounded at what 
lay beneath of her eyes. 

The idea then struck her to write to the doctor— 
to send him this postcard without any signature. In 
this way she could tell him everything, no matter 
what. Why had she not thought of it before? ‘She 
might tell him she loved him—liberate herself from 
the incubus whose weight was stifling her. 

When the waitress brought her her coffee, she 
asked for an envelope and began to write as follows: 

“I love you. You have no idea of it, but if you 
knew all I have suffered on your account, I know 
you would pity me.” 

Here she stopped. The words expressed very im- 
perfectly what she felt. She had not thought that it 
would be difficult, at the very start, to give adequate 
utterance to an emotion she felt so strongly. 
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“T am so unhappy that this alone should make you 
love me.” 

But this phrase rang false to her the moment she 
had written it down, and she murmured, “Why?” 

“What does it matter?” she asked herself. “He 
will never know where the card comes from.” 

“JT love you,” she wrote on; “that is all I can write. 
But my heart is full of you. I am thinking of you 
always, and crying my eyes out.” 

As she wrote these last words she began to cry in 
real earnest. 

She took the envelope the girl brought her, and 
wrote the address, a second time, upon it. Then 
she drank her coffee and awaited the arrival of her 
train. 


Dreux is a small town, but in it are held the most ~ 
important markets of the district. When Adrienne 
had walked down the street from the station and 
reached the town hall, she had to pick her way be- 
tween a number of carts which encumbered the street 
and filled an entire corner of the square. Drovers 
dressed in smocks were talking together in groups 
round calves and pigs, whose fate was being sealed 
in interminable discussions. ‘The sidewalks were 
crowded with peasant women, who offered their 
chickens for the inspection of the passers-by. In 
spite of the mud and puddles of brown water which 
the saturated ground could no longer absorb, the 
center of the square was given over to stalls loaded 
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with vegetables and mercery. An indifferent crowd 
strolled between the barrows, invited to buy by mo- 
notonous cries which they gave no sign of hearing. 

Adrienne took her time in crossing the square. 
She liked the sensation of being jostled by people 
whom she had never seen before and who forced her 
to follow the stream and to trudge with them through 
the slush. It was for all the world as though she 
were taking part in a procession in which she lost her 
identity, forgot her cares and everything else that 
marked her out from the rest of the world, to become 
like these men and women with clenched faces. She 
even felt that her own face had assumed the expres- 
sion, dull and suspicious at the same time, which she 
saw on every hand. Without her knowing why, this 
state of mind was an inexpressible relief. 

Insensibly she had drifted toward a squat build- 
ing, decorated with statues, which she assumed to be 
a church. Beside it a street opened off. She fol- 
lowed this, still dazed by the tumult of the market, 
casting her eyes to right and left with a mechanical 
interest which made her say to herself, “Look! here 
is a jeweler’s, there’s a bakery,” as though she felt 
in conscience bound to utilize her excursion and miss 
no source of information. 

In that late and sunless afternoon, the houses of 
the main street, their window blinds pulled up to the 
top so as to lose no single gleam of a light which cost 
nothing, had a desolate air. On nearly every door 
a little brass plate bore some name or other in thin 
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script and seemed to be guarding the threshold from 
any intrusion by a stranger. ‘The steep pitched 
roofs come down low over the windows of the upper 
stories, like a hat pulled over the eyes to avoid recog- 
nition. ‘The same expression of mistrust seemed to 
rest upon the house fronts that Adrienne had just 
noticed upon the faces in the market square. She 
felt it and quickened her pace. Not for anything 
in the world would she have asked to be directed to a 
hotel. She preferred to seek it unguided, even if this 
meant enduring the mute, almost hostile glances of 
the passers-by, who saw she was a stranger. 

At the top of the street she found what she was 
looking for. It was a house larger but meaner than 
its neighbors, which an open door robbed of all char- 
acter. She threw a glance over its facade. A name 
in letters of an exaggerated size proclaimed it a hotel, 
and rows of narrow windows crowded closely together 
lent an air of fragility to the entire edifice. She en- 
tered. In the vestibule a bluish gas jet was making 
darkness visible. She followed a long corridor and 
came to a desk where a fat woman sat reading, hold- 
ing her newspaper close to a lamp. It seemed to the 
girl that she was now fairly committed to a labyrinth 
from which there could be no return. Through a 
half-open door she perceived a long dining-room. It 
was full of the gathering dusk but her eyes made 
out a number of little tables, spread with white table- 
cloths and grouped around an immense oval table re- 
served for transient guests. It was as though some- 
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thing said in her ear: “There’s a place for you!” 
She asked for a room. 

The fat lady threw her a number and held out a 
key to an attendant, who took Adrienne’s valise and 
turned up a staircase carpeted with crimson felt. 
The girl followed him. They climbed two flights, 
followed another passage, and stopped before a door 
which the man flung open with a casual air. 

“There you are,” said he, setting down the hand- 
bag at the foot of a bed. 

Adrienne had a violent struggle with herself be- 
fore she could enter. The narrow room, carpeted in 
dull red, seemed frightful to her. As she stepped 
over the threshold, she recalled, without any apparent 
reason, the child’s face, pale and almost chalk-white, 
which she had seen at the doctor’s window. She had 
an indefinable impression that the boy was coming 
into the room with her. 

When the attendant had shut the door behind him, 
she walked to the end of the room and stood erect, 
her hand upon a little table just under the window. 
All she could see was the roofs of the houses oppo- 
site and a livid sky which was growing darker mo- 
mentarily. Her heart sank; she felt the tears fill her 
eyes, but mastered her emotion. “I mustn’t let my- 
self go,” she murmured. Her finger tips sank into 
the plush cover of the table; she did not like the sen- 
sation and withdrew her hands, holding them in the 
air as though seeking something pleasanter on which 
to rest them. She sat down in an armchair with a 
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stuffed back and looked around her at the furniture. 
The greater part of the room was taken up by an 
iron bedstead, painted black and covered with a red 
eiderdown quilt. In another corner, nearer the door, 
was a small wardrobe such as big furniture factories 
turn out by tens of thousands. A mirror in its 
door reflected the squalid image of a wall papered in 
red and pink stripes and a washbowl on a sort of iron 
tripod. And this was all. A dusty smell came from 
carpet and bed hangings. 

Adrienne rose to her feet. She was unwilling to 
let herself be overcome by the sordid melancholy of 
the room. She was tired out now and had not the 
strength to look for anything better. It was already 
past five. After a few moments’ thought she opened 
the window slightly, took off her shoes, and stretched 
herself on the bed to rest. 

She drew the eiderdown quilt over her and tried 
hard to sleep. But her head ached. For some 
minutes an idea she had evaded more or less all the 
afternoon had been refusing to leave her head. Why 
did she feel so warm? Was it fever? Her cheeks 
were burning. Just now, in the street, she had been 
shivering. But the open air was cold. How came it 
she was still shivering, under this heavy quilt, stuffed 
with feathers? 

“Qh, come—come!” she repeated to herself, as 
though to drive away the thought which was haunt- 
ing her. But she could not rid herself of it. The 
harder she tried, the more she felt herself invaded 
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by an abject and growing terror. She shut her eyes, 
crossed her hands upon her breast under the quilt, 
and tried to force herself to think of something else. 
But her imagination refused to obey her will and 
dragged her to the thoughts she most feared. Sud- 
denly the girl pressed her face into the pillow and 
covered her ears with her hands. Too many memories 
besieged her and, as it were, stifled her. She would 
have given anything to fall into a deep sleep, to lose 
consciousness for hours—nay, for days, if only she 
could have escaped from a vision which had pur- 
sued her since her lunch and which had her at last 
completely in its grip. 

She recalled her sister the morning of her flight 
from home. Under the ill-fitting hat, which wobbled 
about on her head, she saw Germaine’s hectic face, 
flushed with fever. The eyes, rimmed with black, 
looked as if they had recently been filled with tears. 
But you could see they were quite dry. Were they, 
though? Had there not been a moment when Ger- 
maine was on the point of hanging her head to one 
side, of stretching out her arms and bursting into 
tears? And Adrienne had shrunk away rather than 
let that sick woman touch her or breathe near her 
face. 

All of a sudden, the words which she had been 
keeping out of her consciousness flew to her lips and 
escaped in a groan: “I’ve caught Germaine’s dis- 
ease.” She twisted and writhed on the bed, arch- 
ing her back and carrying her clenched fists to her 
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mouth. Her head wagged from side to side upon 
the pillow in a gesture of obstinate resistance. Little 
cries broke from her which she tried vainly to smother 
with her handkerchief. 

She jumped from the bed and ran to the wardrobe. 
Her cheeks were flushed and the disorder of her 
rumpled hair added to her air of consternation. 
Tears were trembling on the points of her eyelashes. 
For a moment she looked at herself in the mirror 
and then walked to the window. It had grown much 
darker, but not a shop-front was lighted up as yet. 
Groups of people were coming back from market 
without exchanging a word between them. An echo 
in the street redoubled the monotonous sound of their 
hobnailed shoes on the cobblestones. She flung up 
the window to its full height and leaned out. An 
abominable melancholy seemed to weigh on the whole 
place. Nevertheless, she could not run away now. 
She was in the snare. She must stay in Dreux, pass 
a whole long night in this town! Why had she ever 
left La Tour ’Evéque? But—no! It seemed to her 
that she had made the journey in spite of herself 
and that some all-powerful force had driven her 
before it. 

As she let one hand fall down at her side, she real- 
ized that her clothing was damp. In her confusion 
of mind, she had never thought of this. The sleeves 
and shoulders of her jacket, which she had not yet 
taken off, were wet through. She moved her feet. 
They were icy cold. 'The idea crossed her mind of 
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taking off every stitch of clothing, of rubbing her- 
self down with a towel, and getting into bed. But the 
prospect of remaining shut up in that room till morn- 
ing was too terrible. She resolved to go out, and to 
buy some medicine at a drug store. She grew calmer 
after reaching this decision. At least she would be 
able to talk to some one and relieve her mind a little. 

She folded some paper and slipped it inside her 
shoes before putting them on again, for the soles had 
let the dampness through. Then she went out. 

It was not as cold as she had fancied, and the 
pavement was already dry. After following the main 
street a few yards she found a pharmacy and 
pushed open the door resolutely. The desire to be re- 
assured, to be cured if it were possible, overcame her 
timidity. There was not a moment to be lost. But as 
soon as she stood in the presence of the pharmacist, 
who was an old man, she could not think of anything 
to say. How could she explain her fears to him? He 
would send her to see a doctor. Finally she told the 
man she had a cold. She regretted the words the 
moment they were out of her mouth. Why had she 
not told the truth? Perhaps this lie would seal her 
fate. 

“Do you think it’s serious?” she asked, her head 
buzzing as she spoke. 

The old man looked at her as though she were de- 
mented. 

“Serious?” he repeated. “How long have you had 
ts 

She explained that she had had a temperature since 
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midday. He lowered his head and disappeared be- 
hind a great cabinet covered with boxes and bottles. 
For a minute or so she heard the sound of drawers 
being opened and the clink of weights in scales. The 
druggist was a frail man, stooped with age, and with 
an irritating precision in his every movement. She 
sat down—then got up and looked at him between the 
bottles. On a slip of paper he had put a little white 
powder and was letting it fall into one side of his 
scales slowly and carefully. 

“J suppose it’s nothing,” the girl said. Her voice 
shook slightly from anxiety. 

He did not answer immediately. 

“JT am going to give you a syrup,” he said at length 
when he had done weighing his powder. 

A few moments passed. He made up the packet, 
sealed it, wrote some directions on it in an illegible 
hand, then took down a bottle filled with gooseberry- 
colored liquid and examined its label. 

“You don’t think it will last, then?” said Adrienne, 
with an effort to appear indifferent. 

He laid one hand on the bottle and looked at her 
suspiciously, almost as though he feared she might 
change her mind and buy nothing. 

“That will depend on how well you look after your- 
self,” he said. ‘These things have to be stopped at 
the beginning.” 

“But Dve taken it in time,” answered Adrienne, 
laughing, as though to apologize for an anxiety that 
must have seemed so childish. 
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“Are you afraid it’s something more than a cold? 
Have you been to see a doctor?” 

She shook her head. 

“Oh, I’m not so sick as all that!” she said. 

The phrase sounded in her ears like a passing 
bell. How often she had heard it on Germaine’s lips! 
She took the bottle from the druggist’s hand and 
asked how much she was to pay. 

“Four francs,” said the man, adding, as Adrienne 
could not altogether conceal her surprise: ‘The 
most serious illness has a small beginning. What you 
spend at one end, you save at the other. With the 
syrup and the powder I’ve given you, you can be 
quite easy in your mind.” 

This was what she wanted to be told. She paid 
for her medicine and left the shop. 


She was still sitting at the little table, where she 
had been put, near a window, though it was some 
time since she had finished dinner. She could not yet 
make up her mind to get up and go to her room along 
all those narrow corridors. Even before dinner she 
had felt too weak, and had passed an hour in a badly 
lighted dining-room, watching the guests come in one 
by one, look at her inquisitively, and take their places, 
after having turned over a pile of magazines which 
were strewn upon a table of imitation ebony. 

She had taken her syrup and powder and felt 
better. The druggist’s words had somewhat calmed 
her fears. But her nerves were on edge from the 
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loneliness in which she had spent the day since morn- 
ing. Over and over again, the same question kept 
forming in her mind. Why was she here? What had 
she gained by flymg from La Tour l’Evéque? 

The guests left the room one after another. One 
young man wearing an eyeglass nodded slightly as 
he passed her. She bowed in return. She would have 
been glad to speak to anyone—even to the man who 
waited on her, and who looked across the room at 
her now and then as though to hint that it was late 
and high time she went away—even to the young 
workman from Montfort, if he had been here now. 

She got up at last, and as she walked toward the 
door the idea entered her mind to go out again. It 
had not been raining for some hours and her clothes 
were dry. At least this would defer the dreadful hour 
when she would have to go back to her bedroom. She 
put on her gloves, deposited the bottle and packet of 
powder at the desk, and left the hotel. 

Once outside, she congratulated herself on her idea 
of taking a walk. It was not nine yet, and a splendid 
night. The street was steeped in that strange light 
which a full moon gives, so white as to be almost 
green. Not a cloud was in the sky, and as though 
out of respect for the magnificent spectacle, the town 
was plunged in silence. 

Adrienne walked down the street without meeting 
a soul. When she reached the market she stopped, 
amazed at the change which had come over a place 
which had seemed to her so ugly and dismal before. 
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The vegetable and mercery stalls had been taken 
away, and the carts had vanished. The entire square 
was empty, covered with pools in which the reflected 
moon seemed to be slowly swimming. ‘Toward the 
north the square was bounded by a modern building; 
elsewhere small houses and trees made a sort of girdle 
around it as far as the building that Adrienne, on 
account of the statues which decorated it, had taken 
for a church, but which was really the remains of an 
old town hall. It strongly resembled the keep of a 
castle crowned with a pointed turret, and, under the 
moonlight, had a romantic air which struck the girl’s 
imagination. 

The beauty of the scene took hold of her and gave 
her a momentary peace, during which she forgot her 
cares. For a few seconds she stood stockstill, un- 
willing to mar the magic silence of the night with her 
footsteps. By a sudden trick of memory, the thought 
of certain days in her childhood came back to her. 
Yes, there had been days when she tasted happiness. 
She had not known it at the time. She had been 
destined to wait for this hour of her life to realize 
it. It had needed this ruined tower bathed in moon- 
light to recall a hundred forgotten things to her 
memory—walks she had taken in the country through 
the fields, or talks that she had had with her school- | 
mates in the garden of the cours Ste.-Cécile. These 
memories came back to her in no particular order, 
but so vividly that each one gave her a pang. 
This evening she was so weak that very little sufficed 
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to affect her. Why did she know nothing now of the 
happiness given so lavishly to others? A sort of sor- 
rowful impulse turned her desires toward that boon 
which was no longer hers and which the thought of 
the past rendered still more beautiful and more de- 
sirable. 

She heaved a sigh and took a few paces on the 
sidewalk which surrounded the square. The clock 
on the town hall sounded ten strokes, followed im- 
mediately afterward by a bell above the church. Dogs 
began to bark from afar. She stopped and raised 
her eyes to the stars. There were so many that even 
when she chose one little portion of the sky, she lost 
count of them. The myriad points of light trembled 
before her eyes like the petals of so many white blos- 
soms on the surface of a black lake. She remem- 
bered a song they used to sing in class: 

Capretette ciel seméd ctoiess:., 2.27 
She remembered how the voice had to be raised when 
she came to the word “‘é-toi-les,” and from the three 
notes that followed, so difficult to hold and so distant 
to-day, a poignant nostalgia breathed that tore her 
heart as she recalled them. She put her hands to 
her face and wept. 

A few moments afterward she began to walk again. 
She took a turning which gave upon the square, and 
which she concluded must be the main street. But 
she quickly perceived she had made a mistake. The 
street which she was following led out of the town. 
She turned back and took another street, at the end 
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of which she could see the outline of the big tower. 
In order to be quite sure, she resolved to return to 
the square. From there it would be easier to find her 
way back. 

As she walked on slowly, and not at all anxious 
to return to her room, she passed in front of a café. 
A workingman was just coming out. He was quite 
young. She had just time to see his face in the flare 
of coarse light. His cheeks were beardless and rather 
thin, the whites of his eyes glistened. He stopped 
when he saw her and stood looking at her, his hands 
in his pockets. She crossed the road at once and 
was hastening her pace when she realized he was 
following her. He walked quickly, and his feet, shod 
in hemp sandals, made hardly any noise on the stones. 
He said not a word, and this terrified her all the 
more. It seemed to her that she would have been 
less frightened had the man shouted out some insult 
or some threat. For a moment she had the idea of 
calling for help, but the fear of ridicule restrained 
her. For the like reason she did not dare break 
into arun. Perhaps this would only make the man 
more enterprising. She hurried on, taking longer 
and longer strides, and instead of keeping straight _ 
toward the square, took to an alley, the first she 
found on her right. 

It was here her pursuer caught up with her. She 
turned on her heel, her back to the wall, and spoke 
breathlessly. 

“Go away!” 
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But he remained standing in front of her. His 
cap was on one side of his head, and showed a lock 
of black hair which shone like metal. He had strongly 
marked features; his eyes, so far as she could make 
them out, were black. A red handkerchief, knotted 
negligently round his throat, accentuated the white- 
ness of his skin. He gave a smothered laugh. 

‘What are you afraid of?” he asked. 

Adrienne clenched her hand on the handle of her 
umbrella. 

“Leave me alone, or I’ll shout!” 

The young man looked at her for a moment, then 
shrugged his shoulders. 

“T don’t want to do you any harm,” he said. 

With that he took himself off. She heard him 
walk away farther and farther. He was whistling a 
popular valse. At first she congratulated herself on 
having got off so well. But suddenly an immense 
regret invaded her heart. Out of the loneliness some 
one had come to her, and she had driven him away! 
Just because he wore a jumper and had spoken to 
her without knowing her! How could she have done 
such a thing? She recalled his voice, so grave and 
a little tender, as something irremediably lost that 
she would never find again. If the man should come 
back she would certainly speak-to him. But would 
he come back? Had she not discouraged him once 
and for all? 

She followed the alley in the direction he had taken. 
But when she arrived at its end she found herself 
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facing two streets that branched off in different direc- 
tions. She listened, but could not hear a sound. 
Even the whistle was no longer audible. She took 
one of the branches more or less at hazard, and walked 
more quickly. Her heart began to palpitate. “If I 
come across him again,” she said to herself, “‘he will 
speak to me and I'll answer him.” By a détour she 
had not foreseen the street brought her back to the 
square. A glance around her showed her that no 
one was in sight. He must have taken the other 
direction. Perhaps if she ran back she might still 
find him. Run back! The thought brought her to 
a sense of what she was about. It seemed to her that 
Germaine’s suspicious eyes rested on her. Panting 
a little, she leaned against the iron bars of a butcher’s 
shop. Now she was actually doing what her father 
and sister had once falsely accused her of. She was 
running after a man! It seemed to her that her 
action had some mysterious connection with the 
squalor of the scene she had endured when the old 
man and the sick woman cross-examined her, tor- 
tured her, and when, at the bottom of their eyes, she 
had divined the filthy thoughts which their lips did 
not dare express. 

Suddenly, another thought swept away all her 
scruples. She saw herself in a solitude to which no 
words could do justice, deprived of the most innocent 
friendships. She had had no wish to do wrong— 
merely to speak and to hear the sound of a voice an- 
swering hers—merely not to be forced to return to 
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her hotel without having broken the silence of a whole 
day save with “merct” and “bonjour.” ‘The very 
thought of the room where she would have to spend 
the night seemed sufficient excuse for what she had 
been about to do. She ceased examining her con- 
science and continued her pursuit, choosing a street 
which she judged would bring her nearer to her 
cavalier. She broke into a run and found it saved 
her from thinking. In the silence of the night her 
steps rang out with a sound that frightened her, and 
she tried to keep upon her toes. Moment by mo- 
ment, fatigue grew upon her. Soon she had lost 
her way and realized she was going altogether at 
random and that it was useless to keep on. Never- 
theless, she did not stop. She followed the street 
she was walking on to its end, took another, and found 
herself upon a sort of walk planted with plane trees 
whose thick foliage diffused the fresh cool smell of 
the rain. She stopped at sight of the drenched soil, 
full of puddles, and sat down on a bench. 

Her heart was beating painfully, with great thuds 
that shook her body from head to foot. She could 
feel its violence in her stomach and in the arteries of 
her neck. “I ran too quickly,” she panted. She 
bent over double, joined her two hands upon the 
handle of her umbrella, whose ferrule she had planted 
in the soft ground, and leaned forward like a worn- 
out old woman. She looked stupidly at the mud on 
her boots and at the hem of her black serge dress, 
all splashed and draggled. The breath escaped from 
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her parted lips like a moan; her tongue was dry and 
rough. She remained so for some minutes, incapable 
of getting up despite the chill on her body and the 
cold air which was drying the drops of sweat as they 
trickled down from face to neck. A horrible fatigue 
weighed on her. It was as though some one had 
driven the point of a sharpened stake into each 
shoulder-blade. Her head seemed absolutely empty. 

She got up at last and, without knowing how she 
did it, found the way back to the hotel. 

She asked for her bottle and her powder at the 
desk, and climbed slowly to her room. Putting down 
her medicine on the first spot that came under her 
hand, she flung herself upon the bed without even 
troubling to light the gas. Never had she so longed 
for sleep. Although the least movement cost her 
an effort, she blessed her physical weariness, thanks 
to which there was a comforting confusion in her 
brain. She was absolutely incapable of uttering 
three consecutive words. 

Sleep came to her straightway. She had thrown 
herself upon the eiderdown quilt, and under the 
weight of her body it puffed out all about her in a 
sort of series of rounded and motionless waves. Her 
hat had fallen forward as she laid her head upon 
the pillow. She had pulled her legs up under her. 
Her arms were stretched out straight and one hand 
rested upon another. Everything in her posture was 
eloquent of complete exhaustion. She breathed 
heavily, her face half buried in the pillow, but from 
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time to time her bosom heaved as though she were 
making efforts to fill her lungs with an irrespirable 
air. 

The shutters had not been closed and the moon- 
light entered the room freely. It lay upon the floor 
at the bottom of the bed in a long rectangle and gave 
the carpet that strange hue which seems to be com- 
pounded of several dead colors. Not a sound reached 
to where she slept, either from outside or from the 
interior of the house. 


Adrienne had been asleep half an hour when she 
saw Germaine enter the room. She had not heard 
the door open, but she quite clearly saw her sister 
pass near her bed. Germaine did not look at her, 
but walked with a measured tread toward the mantel- 
piece where Adrienne had laid down her medicine, 
took up the bottle and examined it closely. She was 
dressed in black, as usual, and her head was bare. 
On her face was an indefinable expression somewhat 
resembling a smile, but still more the look some one 
wears who recognizes a familiar object. She took the 
bottle of syrup in both hands and seemed either to 
be trying to decipher the label or to make out the 
color of the liquid. After a few moments she threw 
up her head and, for the first time, looked in 
Adrienne’s direction. She stood with her back to 
the light and the girl could not well see the face 
turned toward her. A few moments passed. The old 
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maid did not move. She continued holding up the 
bottle so that the light passed through and showed 
how much had been drunk. She put it back on the 
chimneypiece at last very carefully and as though she 
feared making the least noise. For the packet of 
powder at its side she scarcely spared a glance. 

Then she passed to the window and assured her- 
self that it was closed. She stood directly between 
the brown plush curtains, and her shadow, far taller 
than Germaine herself, who looked shorter than ever, 
fell directly within the rectangle of light, just as a 
corpse might be fitted into a coffin. She seemed ab- 
sorbed in her contemplation of the black sky, whose 
every star was visible through the net casement cur- 
tains. ‘The moonlight shone on her shoulders and 
on her hair, carefully combed. Some time passed 
without her making a movement, though Adrienne 
could hear the sound she made as she rubbed one 
hand stealthily against the other, without moving 
her elbows in the slightest. 

She had all the air of waiting for something or 
some one. Suddenly she turned round sharply as 
though the door had opened behind her, and walked 
with a rapid step toward the part of the room where 
Adrienne lay, like one going to meet a new arrival. 
It was at this moment that Adrienne made out her 
face. It was ghastly pale and she walked with her 
eyes closed. Earth clung to her hair and was 
sprinkled on the bosom of her dress. At every step 
she took some of it fell on the carpet, but always 
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came back as though an invisible and insulting hand 
were throwing it in her face. She stopped a moment 
close to the young girl. Her hands were clasped and 
she made no movement of any sort with them. 

Two or three minutes passed thus. The door had 
not opened, but Adrienne knew quite well that some 
one else had come in. She realized it from her sis- 
ter’s lips, which moved in speech without a sound 
being audible. Then she knew that this some one had 
passed between Germaine and the bed, and saw the 
old maid walk over to the wardrobe. She remained 
in front of it quite a long time, speaking, explain- 
ing something to the invisible being who was stand- 
ing at her side, and who the girl felt could only be 
her father. At this moment Adrienne struggled so 
hard that she woke. 


She sat up in bed and looked around her. Cries 
rose in her throat, but nothing came out except a 
kind of rattling noise. She was amazed to see no 
difference between this real room and the room of 
her dream. Her eyes roamed around her, seeking 
Germaine in the wardrobe mirror, looking for her 
shadow in the rectangle of moonlight upon the car- 
pet. When she was thoroughly awake and her an- 
cuish a, little less, she jumped from her bed and lit 
the gas. It was barely eleven o’clock. She filled the 
washbowl with water and bathed her face. The mir- 
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ror frightened her. She opened the door of the ward- 
robe and hung the shawl which she was wearing over 
it, thus hiding the glass effectually. 

“T was too hot,” she said to herself. “I should 
not have lain down without taking off my clothes. 
What a nightmare!” 

She began to laugh. The window had not been 
opened for five or six hours and the air in the room 
was close. She was still breathing hard, as in her 
dream. Suddenly she coughed. She jumped up 
and looked at herself in the glass over the mantel- 
piece. ‘The blood had left her cheeks. In the gas- 
light her face appeared almost green. She coughed 
again, watching her reflection as she did so, and the 
sight filled her with unutterable terror. 

“It’s begun,” she said under her breath. “The 
first coughing spell!’ 

She thought a moment, then seized the bottle of 
syrup which stood in front of her and put it to her 
lips. The thick liquid sickened her, but she swal- 
lowed a little, then looked at the label with an air 
of infinite disgust. As she put the bottle back on 
the mantelpiece, she glanced toward the mirror and 
saw that the door of the wardrobe had swung wide 
open. She was not prepared for this and uttered a 
cry, but smothered it instantly with her hand. What 
would people think who heard her? The thought 
that she had neighbors comforted her a little. But 
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almost instantly the certitude that she had none en- 
tered her mind. 

“I’m all alone on this floor,” she said to herself. 

She listened a moment to the roar the gas-jet was 
making as it burned on in a ground-glass globe, at 
the end of a chandelier that hung from the ceiling, 
then began to undress quickly. As she raised her 
hands to unfasten the hooks at the back of her blouse, 
she had an impression that she had already made 
exactly the same gesture, in circumstances absolutely 
similar, and stood before the mirror, rooted to the 
spot by a memory whose origin she could not recall 
and which for that very reason terrified her the more. 
The crude yellow gaslight fell on her face and gave 
it a theatrical aspect. Her mouth hung open. She 
remained thus several seconds, with her elbows raised 
above her head, fearing now to make the least move- 
ment. The gas-jet flared on with a sort of busy and 
continuous drone that filled the silence and in some 
inexplicable fashion seemed to be a part of it. 

She took down her hair and made an effort to shake 
off the torpor which was invading her brain. There 
must surely have been laudanum in the medicine she 
had drunk! It seemed to her that, even if she stayed 
awake, the nightmare she had just had would begin 
afresh. On the other hand, if she went to sleep, the 
vision that had just terrified her would be waiting 
for her. The thought made her tremble. She asked 
herself desperately how she was going to get through 
the night. 
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Little by little she felt a fear creeping over her 
against which her own will was powerless. Every- 
thing in the room around her sickened her or fright- 
ened her; the wardrobe, whether opened or shut, 
was horrible to her for the memories it aroused. She 
tried not to look at the little armchair against whose 
upholstered back Germaine’s skirt had brushed just 
now. The mere idea of going back to the bed where 
she had almost fainted from terror was unthinkable. 
The farther she got from her dream, the more actual 
it seemed. She lived over every moment of it. She 
knew that she would need only to close her eyes to 
have her sister’s face next hers and to feel the pres- 
ence of that other being whom Germaine had come 
here to meet. 

Her heart beat violently. Suddenly she put her 
back to the wall and turned her face to the room. 
Now no one could possibly pass behind her. But, 
no sooner had she done this than she understood her 
mistake. Far from abating her terror, it only car- 
ried it to a new extremity. She should not have ad- 
mitted to herself that she was afraid. For a moment 
she stood there, the palms of her hands pressed 
against the wall, listening to the remotest stir, and 
nearly out of her senses. The sound of her own 
breathing disturbed her; she thought she could rec- 
ognize in it the sound of some one else breathing 
thickly and hoarsely. 

A clock somewhere in the town chimed half past 
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eleven. Five hours at least to wait till dawn! Why 
had she not spent the night on her bench, under the 
plane trees? The idea even entered her head of 
dressing, packing her bag, and leaving the hotel. She 
could always say at the desk that the bed was not 
clean. But courage to do this failed her. An un- 
conquerable desire to sleep made her head nod. Each 
time it fell forward on her breast, she felt that her 
whole body was following it—and falling! Each time 
this happened she pulled herself together and shook 
her hair from side to side with a frantic gesture. 

Finally she decided to put on a wrap and to open 
the window. The cold air in her face revived her. 
She took a railroad guide from her bag and turned 
its pages over without being able to find the place 
she wanted. All sorts of images floated through her 
brain, until she even forgot what she was looking 
for in the little book, whose flimsy leaves slipped be- 
tween her trembling fingers. The face of the doctor 
came back to her, as he had looked at her from the 
seat of the carriage. But it would not stay in her 
head. It was as though the fear within her forbade 
the girl to linger upon the sole thought in which she 
found a little comfort. 

“That’s the real trouble!” she said to herself. 

She felt her knees tremble, and sought to recall 
the face of the young workman who had followed her. 
How moist his lips were! She remembered how they 
moved as he spoke, showing the white uneven teeth. 
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Then something quite different and stronger far than 
these confused memories that she was trying to evoke 
rose tumultuously in her. Her pulse beat against 
her temples with blow after blow that rang through 
her head. She believed she was about to fall, and 
caught hold of the bedstead. Now she was quite 
sure there was some one behind her! As once be- 
fore, she could hear a respiration much too strong 
to be hers just over her shoulder. The railway guide 
slipped from her; she let it fall upon the carpet and 
buried her face in her hands. 
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PART THREE 
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Chapter One 


T was early in the morning when Adrienne 
I reached home. Désirée had not yet arrived. She 
entered the parlor and opened the windows. She 
sighed as her eye fell upon the trees in the Legras 
garden. Was it twenty-four hours ago—or a month 
—since she had last looked on them? How little 
everything was changed! 

There was a postal card from Mme. Legras on 
the little marble-topped table. She read it at once: 


“My dear [said her old friend], you are 
going to celebrate the 14th with me. I shall 
be back to-morrow, the 12th. M. Legras’ 
business is going better than I thought. 
Love. Léontine.” 


She tore the card into little pieces and flung them 
into the grate. There was another letter on the 
table. She recognized the writing and put on her 
gloves again before opening the envelope. 


“Mademoiselle [the letter began. It was 
from the superioress of the hospital where 
her sister was being nursed. Adrienne 
stopped at the first words and recalled her 
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dream. Her hands trembled with emotion, 
but she went on reading]: Happily I have 
no bad news to give you of your sister’s 
health; but that is all I can say. We still 
hope that the air here will give her a little 
strength and that her appetite will come 
back. It is something to be able to say 
that she is no worse. 

“She begs me to let you know that she 
has changed her mind in regard to money 
matters, and that you need not forward her 
the money she asked you to send. She has 
written to the lawyer, who will forward her 
whatever sums she needs. So this trouble 
is off your hands. She adds, very reason- 
ably as it seems to me, if I am permitted 
to express an opinion in the matter, that 
the sum which has been assigned to you 
seems larger than your circumstances de- 
mand, and she has written Maitre Biraud 
to this effect. Do not be surprised, there- 
fore, if this month you receive a hundred 
francs less than last.” 


Adrienne did not go on with the letter. She laid 
it on the table and bit her lips. She wore a harassed 
air. Little dark circles round her eyes made them 
seem brighter, but all the rest of her face expressed 
a profound bitterness of soul. She dropped her 
head and remained motionless for a few seconds, look- 
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ing intently at a ray of sunshine which was length- 
ening along the carpet. Then she heaved a sigh and 
began to walk to and fro in the room. 

It was cool, but the sun promised a fine hot day. 
A blackbird was fluting in one of the low trees in 
the garden. Sometimes he stopped as though to 
think of a new tune. But whenever he began again, 
it was always with the same joyous scale, lingering 
on the final note with a sort of rapturous vanity. 
The girl stood for a moment before the window, at- 
tracted vaguely by the song, which recalled many 
things to her mind. Since her father’s death she had 
fallen into the habit of continually returning to the 
past—her childhood especially. She would sink into 
a profound reverie, letting her mind wander wher- 
ever memory chose to carry it. Blackbirds came into 
the garden nearly every summer, early in the morn- 
ing when there was nobody about. They made them- 
selves quite at home and waddled about the paths, 
sleek and fat, like so many well-nourished priests. 
At least, that was always the comparison Mesurat 
chose when he wished to describe them. 

She noticed that the geraniums were growing well ; 
the rain had given them new life. The grass needed 
cutting badly. She went back to the table in the 
center of the room, took up the letter again, and 
read the last page, holding the paper between the 
very tips of her thumb and forefinger. The sister 
did not add anything of importance, and ended with 
pious good wishes which Adrienne did not take the 
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trouble to peruse. When she reached the end, she 
tore up the missive and threw the pieces on top of 
the postcard from Mme. Legras. She took off her 
gloves, sat down at the writing-desk, and, after a 
few moments’ reflection, wrote as follows: 


“My pEAR GERMAINE: 

“I propose that, through the interme- 
diary of Maitre Biraud, we fix upon a 
definite sum which I shall receive every 
month. This will spare you all annoyance 
until the day when I come of age and can 
dispose of my property as I see fit. I hope 
the air at St.-Blaise is doing you good and 
that you will soon be well and strong. 

“Your sister, 
ADRIENNE.” 


She read the letter over, and, not seeing any blot- 
ting paper, waved it for a moment to dry the ink. 
But, just as she was folding it to put it into an en- 
velope, she changed her mind and tore it across, 
slowly, into four pieces. She crossed her hands on 
the desk and, raising her eyes, fixed them on the lime 
trees of the Villa Louise, which she could see from 
where she sat. A little wrinkle came between her 
brows, as though she were concentrating deeply on 
what was before her. 

A sort of flux and reflux of memory was going on 
within her which filled her with anguish. Without 
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any warning, and without her knowing why, words 
that she had heard long ago returned to her mind— 
insignificant remarks exchanged between Germaine 
and her father. Do what she would to drive these 
voices from her head, the strength to disregard them 
was absolutely lacking. Up to this moment a sort 
of nervous energy had kept her going. But within 
the last few minutes the effects of her long sleepless 
night began to make themselves felt. Not that she 
had any desire to sleep. It seemed to her that a 
numbness was stealing over her limbs, and that her 
head was too wearied to act. She was the prey of 
every thought or dream that cared to fasten on her. 
Her stupor had become a positive enchantment of the 
will. It was growing to be a painful matter for her 
to avert her eyes from any object on which they had 
once become fixed. 

After a few moments she made a violent effort and 
pulled herself together. The strange torpor that was 
creeping over her alarmed her. She got up and 
began to walk to and fro again. 

“Tt’s all the same to me,” she murmured. “It’s all 
the same now.” 

As she came near the window she stopped and 
looked out at the little white house, an angle of which 
she could just desery. This contemplation took up 
a few minutes; then she resumed her pacing back 
and forth, which took her from the door that led into 
the dining-room to the door that led into the hall. 
She had not broken her fast and her head felt light. 
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All of a sudden faintness seized her and her legs 
gave way. She fell on her knees by the sofa which 
had taken the place of Germaine’s old couch, and 
gave way to a fit of weeping which shook her from 
head to foot. She hid her face in her arms and re- 
peated, mournfully: 

‘“All the same. Yes, all the same now!” 


Two hours later she was sitting in her bedroom. 
She had unpacked her valise, put away all her things, 
and life had begun again, that lonely life which she 
had made for herself and which nothing, it seemed 
to her, would ever change. What had she gained 
from her trip? Had she not been forced to come 
back? If she had even returned with a calmer mind 
and a stouter heart! On the contrary, she had only 
bruised herself afresh, only sunk into a deeper mel- 
ancholy. 

“I can’t—I can’t go on living this way,” she said 
over and over again, striking her knee with her 
clenched fist. But, instead of rousing her to action, 
the words sounded merely like the statement of an 
irremediable fact. Nevertheless, sheer boredom and 
disgust for the thoughts that were obsessing her 
forced her to seek some distraction, or at least some- 
thing to occupy her hands. 

She opened her wardrobe and took out an old hat- 
box where she kept every letter she had ever received. 
Most of them were tied up in little bundles of ten 
or twenty and testified to the care with which 
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Adrienne had preserved them. A strip of white 
paper was slipped under the ribbon which tied each 
packet, and upon this paper, in ornate figures such 
as M. Mesurat once taught his pupils, was written 
the year of receipt. There were five or six packets, 
letters from classmates, written during vacations; or 
letters from relatives. These last were rare, for the 
Mesurats had very few kinsfolk and took no trouble 
to keep up a sustained correspondence with those 
they had. In this section of Adrienne’s correspond- 
ence with her cousins in Paris or at Rennes there was 
little save requests for trifling services. Finally there 
were ten or a dozen letters, never opened, lying pell- 
mell at the bottom of the box. 

It was these last that Adrienne began to read. 
One came from Paris, three from La Tour l’Evéque 
itself, another from Rennes. They were all letters 
of condolence, written after the death of M. Mesurat. 
Up to now Adrienne had never been able to make up 
her mind to read them. But her habit of keeping 
all her letters was so ingrained that she had put them 
aside with the others. She did not touch the family 
letters, but those which came from La Tour l’Evéque 
intrigued her, because she did not recognize the hand- 
writing. She opened one envelope with a hairpin 
and drew out a little gilt-edged card slightly per- 
fumed. It was from Mme. Legras. The girl drew 
her eyebrows together as her eyes fell on the words 
“terrible calamity ... devoted friend.” After a 
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moment’s hesitation, she tore the card across. The 
sight and smell of it filled her with horror. 

The second letter was from the station-master, 
who had known M. Mesurat well and had the right 
to consider himself one of his friends. 

The third was in small, hurried handwriting, diffi- 
cult to read. It was signed: Denis Maurecourt. 
Adrienne uttered a cry as she read the name, and 
blushed furiously. Her hands trembled and for some 
time she could not make out the words under her 
eyes. The mere thought that this man had taken no- 
tice of her, had gone to the trouble of using a pen, 
ink, and paper to write to Adrienne Mesurat, moved 
her to such a degree that she could not tell whether 
she was made happy or unhappy by it. 

She repeated, “Fancy it! Fancy it!” over and 
over again in a tone of the most extreme surprise, 
then wiped the tears that were running down her 
cheeks and read the letter. It was short, a little 
formal, but Adrienne discovered a delicacy in it that 
enraptured her. The sense of several phrases missed 
her altogether; she read them without the slightest 
idea what they were about, without the words even 
appearing to have any connection one with another. 
It was the stereotyped ending that attracted her 
most. She thought she could never tire of reading it 
over, “Yours respectfully”! To each of the words 
she attached a deep and individual significance. 

When she was in a condition to read the letter more 
intelligently, she began to cry violently. To her it 
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appeared an act of charity, so to speak, whose merit 
was incalculable. In a transport of gratitude, she 
carried the paper to her lips and pressed them on 
the spot where the doctor’s hand must have rested as 
he wrote. Suddenly she remembered the postal card 
which she had sent him from Montfort-l’Amaury. 
What would he think of it? She felt quite confused 
at the idea that perhaps he had laughed at it, and 
congratulated herself on having left it without any 
signature. Then, after a moment’s thought, she re- 
gretted not having signed her name at the bottom of 
the card. Some solution might have come of it. As 
for an anonymous card—what end would it serve ex- 
cept to make the situation still more confused and 
difficult? 

“No! I would never have dared to sign it,” she 
murmured to herself. 

She read Maurecourt’s letter a last time, and 
slipped it into the bosom of her dress. 


All that afternoon she walked in the country. It 
was a warm day, and she hoped that the fresh air 
and exercise would cure her of a strange oppression 
that she was beginning to feel in her chest. At times 
short fits of coughing relieved it, but these fright- 
ened her still more, as being premonitory symptoms 
of what she most feared. She did everything pos- 
sible to suppress them, imagining that by this means, 
she might cure their cause. Beyond everything else, 
she wished to profit from the tranquillity of spirit 
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which the reading of Maurecourt’s old letter had left 
behind. Possibly the word “joy” is too strong to 
describe what was passing within her. There was too 
much fear, too much apprehension for the future, 
in her heart for joy to reach it. But she felt calmer. 

When she got back to Villa des Charmes, she 
learned that a lady had called while she was out. At 
first she thought this must have been Mme. Legras. 
But a glance across the road assured her that the 
shutters of Villa Louise were still closed. The visitor 
had not given her name, but had promised to call 
again in the afternoon. 

Adrienne did not have long to wait. She had 
scarcely taken off her hat when the door-bell rang. 
She snatched up a book at random and sat down on 
the sofa, her heart beating fast. She judged it best 
to be found in this attitude. In lives as circum- 
scribed as hers, receiving a visitor is no common- 
place event. To meet such extraordinary cases an 
amount of ceremonial is called for that may seem 
absurd to a Parisian, but is none the less quite in- 
dispensable in the judgment of an inhabitant of La 
Tour l’Evéque. Adrienne, then, took up a position, 
not exactly lounging, but in harmony with the leisure 
of her occupation—that is to say, with her head bent 
and one finger to her cheek, the other hand holding 
the book, whose lines danced and swam before her 
eyes. 

At the end of a few seconds the parlor door opened, 
giving entrance to a lady, dressed in black, who ad- | 
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vanced briskly but silently toward the center of the 
room. Adrienne rose at once, laid her book aside, 
and bowed. 

“T have not the honor of knowing you, mademoi- 
selle,” said the stranger, “but I live not very far 
away.” 

She stopped, as though willing to mystify 
Adrienne a little longer, and smiled. She might easily 
have been forty years old and there was no sign of any 
pains taken by her to conceal her age. Her thin 
face was covered with wrinkles. Around the mouth 
and eyes they fell into a design that gave the effect 
of a fixed smile. Only her eyes had remained young. 
They were black and their pupils slid from left to 
right as though moved by perpetual curiosity. As 
she spoke to Adrienne, the girl was certain she was 
numbering the pieces of furniture in the room and 
drawing up a mental catalogue of them all. Her 
voice was mild, with an even warmth of tone that was 
far from disagreeable. 

“Will you be seated, madame?” said Adrienne. 

They sat down on the lounge, both alike on the 
extreme edge, and drawn up very straight. 

“In order not to puzzle you any longer,” said the 
visitor, “I will tell you that my name is Marie Maure- 
court, and that I am the sister of your physician. 
Till recently I have resided in Paris, but a few days 
ago I came to live with my brother.” 

Her eyes wandered once more round the room as 
she spoke, from door to windows, and rested upon 
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Adrienne at the end as though at hazard. The girl 
did not say a word. 

“Are you surprised that I should come to see you, 
mademoiselle?”? went on the stranger. 

Adrienne twisted her hands together till her 
knuckles almost cracked, made an effort, and then 
said, quickly: 

“T hardly expected it, as a matter of fact.” 

“And yet—what more natural? We are near 
neighbors. You are alone. I judge that you are not 
very happy. That is easily understood, mademoi- 
selle.” 

Her eyes shifted to the garden. There was a brief 
silence. Adrienne still waited. 

“My brother and I both thought,” said Marie 
Maurecourt, presently, “that we could be of service 
to you. When I say ‘my brother and I,’ I use a figure 
of speech that may mislead you. We did not con- 
sult together. My brother does not even know that 
I am paying you this visit. But yesterday we hap- 
pened to be speaking of you and he seemed to think 
that it was almost a duty—a duty How am I 
to say it? Please help me.” 

“T don’t know,” said Adrienne, almost under her 
breath. 
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well, a duty not to leave you so much alone— 
a duty to let you have our company as much as pos- 
sible. Therefore, since I thought the same, I have 
come to see you. I should tell you that my brother 
is a very busy man. He has very little time to him- 
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self. His health is none too good; every visit that is 
not absolutely necessary or any fatigue beyond his 
work is absolutely forbidden him.” 

She spoke the last sentence in a rapid voice and 
without looking at Adrienne. 

‘Now then,” she went on, gently, “I want you to 
feel that you are not alone, that you can count on 
me if you ever feel too sad. It’s a very simple mat- 
ter; you only have to write me and I will come.” 

She got up abruptly and stretched out her right 
hand to the girl, who rose in her turn. 

“By the way,” said Marie Maurecourt, suddenly, 
‘you do not happen to have written us recently?” 

Adrienne held her breath. Under her lids she 
examined the shifty eyes which were avoiding hers, 
but read nothing in them. 

“No,” she answered, after a slight pause. 

A sudden anger against this woman invaded her 
heart. Had she come to play the spy, too, like Ger- 
maine, like Mme. LeGras? The idea that her postal 
card might have fallen into these hands was insup- 
portable. She recalled the words: “If you knew how 
unhappy I am *? and she blushed. 

“No,” she repeated in a more resolute voice. “It 
was not I.” 

For the first time, Marie Maurecourt’s eyes rested 
full upon Adrienne’s. They were black, with a sort of 
yellow flame in the iris which gave them an expres- 
sion that was slightly wild and almost malevolent. 
She shrugged her shoulders almost imperceptibly. 
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‘Some silly mistake * she murmured. 

She went on, in a more distinct voice: 

“T hope you don’t bear me a grudge for this visit. 
I wanted so to see you.” 

“Why, the very idea!” protested Adrienne. 

Both women moved toward the door. 

“I understand you have been traveling,” said 
Marie Maurecourt, turning to Adrienne, who was 
following a little behind her. 

The girl did not answer. Both were at the top 
of the steps which led to the garden. Adrienne held 
herself very straight and did not proffer a word. 
Suddenly her visitor reached out a hand for the door 
frame as though overtaken by sudden weakness. 

“Did you have a pleasant journey?” she asked. 

Her eyes had lost the harshness of a moment ago. 
Something almost imploring was in them now, @ 
humbler expression, almost as of one begging for 
an answer—begging to be told the truth. 

“Yes, thank you,” said Adrienne, dryly. 

Marie Maurecourt sighed. After a second hand- 
shake the two women separated. 
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Chapter Two 


HORTLY before lunch on the following day, the 
bonne anounced Mme. Legras. 

“Say that I’m out,” said Adrienne, who was pass- 
ing her duster over the furniture in the dining-room. 

But, almost as she spoke, Mme. Legras came in. 
She had heard Adrienne’s words from the parlor. 

“Out!” she exclaimed. “Do you send a message 
like that to me?” 

She was wearing a lilac frock and a hat covered 
with white flowers. Adrienne looked at her without 
a word. Mme. Legras turned toward Désirée, who 
was looking on at the scene. 

“You can go,” she said in an impatient tone. “I 
don’t think mademoiselle has any need of you.” 

When the two were alone, Adrienne sat down. Her 
face was livid. 

“T don’t want to see you,” she said. 

“So I notice,” remarked her old friend between her 
teeth. 

She stood in front of the girl, her arms akimbo. 

“Will you have the kindness to explain why?” Her 
eyes flashed as she spoke. 

“I prefer to live absolutely alone,” said Adrienne, 
“and to see no one.” 
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She felt the contemptuous look her neighbor gave 
her like a lash, and got to her feet. 

“No one,” she repeated, with a gesture of her hand. 

“That is not an answer.” 

Adrienne shrugged her shoulders. 

“Tt will have to serve,” she said. 

Mme. Legras turned purple. She seized the girl’s 
wrist. 

“Come,” said she in a smothered voice, her face 
close to Adrienne’s. ‘You don’t mean what you 
say. You have something or other against me?” 

The young girl shook her off unceremoniously. 

“IT owe you no explanation,” she said. ‘Please 
leave me.” 

Mme. Legras was silent a moment. Then she 
burst into laughter and sat down on a chair. 

“My poor child!” she said, in her normal voice. 
“What has got into you? If it’s a joke, please 
have done with it. It is quite impossible you should 
speak this way to your best friend.” 

She seemed to have settled upon her attitude, and 
shifted to a note of the utmost surprise, as though 
the full enormity of the incident had only just struck 
her. 

“Come, Adrienne,” she went on, “vou can’t se- 
riously mean to take this tone with me. Have you 
lost your wits? Come back to common sense. Let 
us pretend nothing has happened 2 

Anger caught Adrienne’s breath as she answered: 
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“T don’t know how to tell you more plainly that 
I no longer wish to see you, madame.” 

“And I,” said Mme. Legras, “do not know how to 
tell you more plainly that you are a little fool. If 
there is one person in the world whom you should 
love and respect—yes, respect—it is me.” 

“No, no!” said Adrienne, in a strangled voice. 
“Respect! For a woman like you. You aren’t try- 
ing to make me laugh, are you?” 

“What do you mean by that, Adrienne?” 

“You know what I mean quite well.” 

“J know nothing. I insist upon an explanation.” 

Adrienne looked at the woman with sovereign con- 
tempt in her eyes. 

“Very well, then,” she replied. “You may as well 
know that a Mesurat does not shake hands with a— 
with a ie 

“Well, go on. With a what?” said Mme. Legras, 
tapping the waxed floor impatiently with the tip of 
her shoe. 

“With a lost woman.” 

Adrienne, all atremble, leaned back against the 
sideboard which she had been dusting when her un- 
welcome visitor forced her way in. Behind her the 
eight Mesurats, men and women, contemplated the 
scene like members of some tribunal. At this moment 
she resembled them all. Her head was thrown back, 
her eyes unwavering. A few seconds passed before 
Mme. Legras could find voice enough to answer her. 
It was clear that up to the last moment she had not 
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believed that such words could issue from Adrienne’s 
mouth, and an overwhelming surprise could be read 
on her face. Round the circles of rouge on her cheeks 
her skin turned livid. At last she shrugged her 
shoulders with a furious gesture. 

“What slander are you repeating?” she asked. 
“Do you even know the meaning of what you have 
just said?” 

A smile twisted the corners of her mouth. This 
semblance of calm disconcerted the girl, who had 
looked for an explosion of insults, and she did not 
answer the question. 

“I see,” resumed Mme. Legras in an even voice, 
“that neither politeness nor gratitude is going to 
close your mouth, young woman. So be it, then! 
You come to see me every day, you accept invitations 
(which you never dream of returning, by the way), 
and all this to tell me one fine morning that I am a 
‘lost woman’—‘lost’!””, She repeated the word “lost” 
as though she spat it out of her mouth. “And why— 
may Task? Because I put powder on my face? That 
isn’t done at La Tour l’Evéque, eh? The Mesurats 
don’t hesitate at jumping to conclusions, do they?” 

Suddenly she seemed to lose all self-control. 
_ Leaping to her feet, she planted herself before Adri- 
enne, who leaned back, avoiding her eyes. 

“Little fool!?? said Mme. Legras, almost in her ear. 
“I know enough about you to send you to the as- 
sizes !?? 

As she heard the words the girl turned a face to- 
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ward her enemy from which every drop of blood had 
fled. She tried to speak, but could not open her 
mouth. Fear made her lean back so much further 
that she touched the corner of the sideboard and felt 
the wall against her hand. She could not take her 
eyes off Mme. Legras, who was visibly enjoying her 
triumph. 

“Aha!” said the older woman, after a moment. 
“Your memory’s coming back, is it? You forget 
the services done you very easily, mademoiselle. Do 
you know that I pulled you out of a very ugly hole? 
Do you know it? Yes or no?” 

“T don’t understand what you’re trying to say,” 
faltered Adrienne. 

“You understand so well that, if I were to sit down 
at that table to write to the authorities all I know 
about your father’s death, you’d be on your knees— 
at my feet, Mademoiselle Mesurat.” 

She pointed an imperious finger toward the big 
table as she uttered the words. Adrienne gripped the 
sideboard. Words far different from those she would 
have liked to utter forced themselves between her 
lips. 

“How am I responsible?” she asked in a broken 
voice. 

“Oh, stop that!” said Mme. Legras. “I’m not a 
judge. You don’t have to excuse yourself to me. 
Only—wmind this! If I ever hear that you’re loosing 
your tongue on me in La Tour l’Evéque, I’m going 
to tell what I know. Is that understood?” 
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She nodded her head to emphasize the threat, and 
went out. 

Adrienne heard her slam the garden gate violently 
and, a few seconds later, that of Villa Louise. She 
stood listening to these noises and to the barking of 
the yellow dachshund as he greeted his mistress. At 
last silence settled down again—the heavy, profound 
silence she knew so well. She let herself fall upon 
a chair and sat quite still. A cold sweat was trickling 
slowly from the roots of her hair down her forehead 
and temples. Something felt dead in her. She knew 
she had no strength to fight, and for the first time 
in weeks felt the full horror of that silent house. 

She remembered the day when she had squeezed 
her face between the bars and when, as the idea of 
flight came to her, she had turned the handle, only to 
find that her father’s forethought had locked the 
gate. ‘To-day she had the impression that the same 
thing had somehow happened, and that, if she tried 
to escape from the house, obstacles deadlier still 
would rise in her path. 

Now she understood the real meaning of her dis- 
astrous trip two days ago. It was as though the 
little towns which she visited had cast her out, one 
after another. She had said to herself that she could 
not go on living at the Villa des Charmes. On the 
contrary, it was here she must live and here only. 
First of all, it was quite impossible for her to change 
the material circumstances of her case. She was a 
minor. Her fortune was not under her own control. 
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Even if it were, she could not conceive the idea of 
selling this house and buying another. From her 
father she had inherited a sort of habitual veneration 
which kept her inside these walls, surrounded by 
objects every one of which recalled a melancholy 
childhood and sorrowful adolescence. Doubtless she 
could modify their arrangement, put chairs and arm- 
chairs in one another’s place. But she needed to be 
in their midst. 

She was afraid.. In the species of stupor into which 
she was plunged, ideas followed one another after a 
confused fashion that rendered them all the more re- 
doutable. She asked herself at one moment whether 
she had not perhaps been the prey to an hallucina- 
tion, and whether Mme. Legras had really come to see 
her that morning. But she still seemed to hear the 
clang of the two gates, opening and shutting. That 
could not have been a dream. Consequently, neither 
could the rest. The words of her neighbor came back 
to her, but with a changed intonation they had not 
had when she heard them. There was no hatred in 
them now; they resembled rather a cry of alarm, a 
“save yourself !” which rang in the silence around her. 
Her strength came back to her all of a sudden and 
she got to her feet. 

Her first impulse was to write to Marie Maure- 
court and tell her she wanted to see her. She went 
into the parlor and dashed off a note of four lines, 
which she slipped into an envelope. 
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‘““What’s the sense of all this?” she said aloud when 
she had written the address. 

She checked herself and went on, under her breath: 

“JT don’t suppose I can tell her I killed my father.” 

The mere words, as they escaped between her lips, 
filled her with terror. She pressed her hands on her 
eyes. 

“Tt isn’t true,” she protested. 

She took away her hands with a sudden movement 
and repeated, as though arguing with some one: 

“TI tell you, it isn’t true.” 

A wild anger filled her heart. Till now she had 
been too downcast and terrified to realize how insult- 
ing the attitude of Mme. Legras had been. But 
now her pride came back and a rush of blood turned 
her face scarlet. For the moment she persuaded her- 
self that the woman had lied, and her anger grew to 
fury. As she looked toward Villa Louise her fists 
clenched and her eyes darkened. 

“Tf I ever see you again!” she muttered. “Dirty 
—dirty a 

She sought a word that was bad enough and one 
that she had heard her father use came into her 
head. 

r bitch! Yes, bitch—dirty street bitch!” 

She shook herself, sat up straight, and gave a sigh 
of relief as though the foul word had freed her 
of her anguish. Finally she shrugged her shoulders. 

“Besides,” she said to herself as though in response 
to some inward question, “I’ve got her and she knows 
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it. After all, it only depends on me whether the town 
turns on her and forces her to leave. I’d only have 
to tell certain things to the right people and in a week 
all the people ‘n this place would be pointing their 
fingers at her.” 

She let her eyes fall on the Teter she had just 
written. 

“Mademoiselle Maurecourt, for instance.” 

She decided to carry her note to Marie Maurecourt 
in person. She could not, of course, confide in the 
old maid. But, on the other hand, she could not stay 
alone here any longer. She simply had to see and 
speak to some one. 

Pushing away her chair, she got up and began to 
walk to and fro. She still had her white apron on, 
and the handkerchief knotted round her head gave 
her the air of a peasant girl. As she passed before 
the mirror she glanced at her reflection and noticed 
she was looking none too well and a little thinner. 
Her black dress accentuated her pallor and made her 
face seem almost sallow. With her elbows on the 
mantelpiece she examined herself closely in the glass. 
There were dark shadows under her eyes and cheek- 
bones. Around her eyelids she thought she could even 
detect wrinkles, finer than the finest hairs. She knit 
her eyebrows, turned away, and seemed to be buried 
in thought. All the upheaval that fear and anger 
had wrought in her was ebbing away and giving place 
to a melancholy that was more terrible still. 

She fell into the low, wide armchair where her 
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father used to take his afternoon nap, and sat there 
quite still, her back to the window. Not a sound 
reached her from the street or the house. Out in the 
garden the birds were ceasing to call to one another 
as the day neared its zenith. 
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Chapter Three 


MMEDIATELY after lunch she made up her mind 
to carry her letter to the little white house. She 
had no intention of ringing, fearing the doctor him- 
self might open the door. She would content herself 
with simply slipping the note through the slot of the 
letter box. Even this, she told herself, would need 
courage. Suppose Maurecourt should be leaving the 
house at the same instant and she should find herself 
face to face with him! 

At any other time the possibility would have 
seemed to her full of a fearful joy. But to-day such 
an eventuality was not to be faced. She longed to 
see him, but sometime when she felt calmer and did 
not look so tired. What impression would she pro- 
duce to-day, worn out as she was? Possibly, if she 
had examined her conscience a little more closely, she 
would have been forced to admit that down in her 
heart she wanted to take advantage of the mood of 
exaltation in which she found herself to-day, that 
she secretly counted on the effect her haggard face 
and faltering voice would have in arousing the man’s 
pity, and that this, and nothing else, was her reason 
for not sending Désirée with the letter. But the 
time for thinking clearly was past. She must act, 
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and it was in the very excess of her despair that she 
had to seek the necessary strength. 

She put on her black straw hat and went out. As 
she was crossing the street she asked herself what she 
would say if she ever should see Maurecourt. She 
found no answer. Soon she had reached the door at 
which she had gazed so often, and whose green paint 
was blistered and broken by the heat of the sun. Her 
heart throbbed as though it would burst. She thrust 
the edge of the letter into the slot and stood stockstill 
a moment, unable to make up her mind to open her 
fingers and let it fall through. Inside the little white 
house some one was moving the chairs about—a serv- 
ant, probably, setting the dining-room to rights 
after the midday meal. Where was Maurecourt now? 

Perhaps resting in the garden. She imagined him 
stretched out on a long cane chair, in the shade of a 
tree, a beach tree like the one whose top she could 
see from Germaine’s old room. She found herself 

‘regretting she had not written to him instead of ad- 
dressing the letter to his sister, and an access of ten- 
derness came over her which made her sigh deeply. 

““He’s there!”? she thought. “I wonder what he 
would say if he knew I was so near him.” 

She felt discouraged suddenly, and let the letter 
fall. The flap of the box closed with a little click. At 
the same time she imagined she heard some one walk- 
ing along the path which bordered the garden wall, 
and ran off on tiptoe. Emotion caught at her breath. 
Yes, she had made no mistake, some one was walking 
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on the other side. The steps stopped abruptly. She 
stopped, too, leaning against the stone wall. A few 
moments passed. She stole noiselessly away, reached 
the corner of the street, and waited afresh. Some 
one in the garden was waiting, too—she was sure of 
it. Soon the noise of footsteps reached her ear anew, 
a little more rapid this time. She heard a metallic 
sound. Some one had opened the box and closed it 
again carefully. 

“I’ve been watched. Some one has seen me,” she 
said to herself. The thought filled her with conster- 
nation. 

She shrank further back behind the angle of the 
house, not daring to continue her flight. There was 
a moment of absolute silence, then the same hand 
which had opened and closed the box so quietly turned 
the handle of the door and pushed it outward. Adri- 
enne dared not breathe. Four or five paces at most 
separated her from whoever was holding the door 
open and probably looking up and down the street 
to discover who had brought the letter. They had 
only to come out and walk as far as the angle of the 
wall and she would be discovered. But, almost im- 
mediately, Adrienne heard the door close. Footsteps 
passed toward the house. She waited a few seconds 
longer and then, after taking a short walk as far 
as the state highway, went home. 

On the desk in the parlor she found a letter which 
must have been left while she was out. A glance 
at the writing and a whiff of the scent of mignonette 
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it exhaled was enough to confirm her fears. The 
letter was from Mme. Legras. 

She sat down and reflected quite a long time be- 
fore opening it. She imagined the worst; her neigh- 
bor had written a letter to the authorities, denounc- 
ing her. Ah! it was high time she asked some one for 
advice! She ripped the envelope open and drew 
out a little lilac-tinted card which she had to read 
twice before its meaning reached her: 


“My DEAR CHILD: 

We are two fools to quarrel. I don’t 
know where you got your ideas about me, 
and I don’t recall the half of what I said 
to you this morning. Suppose we both 
blame the stormy weather, and, if you feel 
like it, come and bring a kiss to 

“Your old friend, 
Litontine Lecras.” 


Adrienne let her head drop upon the head of the 
sofa on which she was sitting, and made no move for 
a long time. 


About three o’clock in the afternoon she received 
a call from Mlle. Marie Maurecourt. She was struck 
at once by the icy expression on her visitor’s face. 

“You asked me to come, mademoiselle.” 

“That is so,” said Adrienne. 

They sat down face to face. Mlle. Maurecourt 
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was carefully, even ceremoniously, dressed. Her 
black silk bonnet was ornamented with small feather 
plumes of the same color. Her face was covered by 
a thin mesh veil; and all that could be distinguished 
was the sallow tint of her skin and two black, deep-set 
eyes. Her skirt and jacket of blue serge, although 
they fitted loosely, did not conceal the thinness of 
her body. She crossed her hands upon her knees. 
They were covered with black thread gloves. She 
seemed to be awaiting an explanation. 

“That is so,” repeated Adrienne, with an effort. 
“Did you not tell me that I might call on you any day 
that fe 

She was about to say “any day I felt unhappy.” 
But faced with her czller’s cold and distant air the 
words seemed ridiculous. Moreover, since she had 
received the letter from Mme. Legras, she no longer 
saw what good was to be derived from an interview 
with the doctor’s sister, and already regretted her 
precipitancy in writing her. 

“What were you about to say, mademoiselle?” 
asked Marie Maurecourt. 

Adrienne dropped her eyes and kept them fixed 
upon her hands, which she, too, had crossed upon her 
knees. There was a brief silence. 

“Mademoiselle? began Marie Maurecourt, 
abruptly, “I have changed my mind since my last 
visit. I have thought over our interview. My pres- 
ent impression is that you can very well do without 
my company. All the more so because I believe, if 
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what I hear is true, that you are not as much alone 
as you would lead one to believe.” 

“I do not quite understand what you are saying,” 
said Adrienne, in an uncertain voice. 

“Really!” Marie Maurecourt’s tone was ironical. 
“You have some very pleasant neighbors, mademoi- 
selle. I congratulate you on them. Léontine Legras 
is doubtless a very amusing companion. It is all the 
more to be regretted that my brother and myself do 
not feel at liberty to make the acquaintance of women 
of her class si 

She stopped and fixed the young girl with her 
eyes. 

* nor that of their friends.” 

“You are out of your mind,” said Adrienne. 

“Kindly be polite, mademoiselle,” replied Marie 
Maurecourt, in a studiously even voice. ‘Courtesy 
is necessary, even under such circumstances as bring 
me here this afternoon. I was merely telling you 
that you are quite free to choose your own friends, 
but that, given the character of Léontine Legras and 
the class to which she belongs, you should not even 
dream of maintaining relations with ourselves.” 

Adrienne blushed. 

“T don’t see Madame Legras any more,” she said.’ 

“Indeed!” retorted Marie Maurecourt, with a 
skeptical air. ‘That must be very recent. I under- 
stand that this very morning Madame Legras, as you 
call her, did you the honor of a visit.” 

“She came in spite of me, mademoiselle,” 
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“Ah? 'Thatis possible. Nevertheless, correspond- 
ence seems to go on as before.” 

“You play the spy on me, mademoiselle. That I 
will not suffer!” 

“You mean I take precautions before opening the 
door of an honorable family to a stranger. And now, 
my mind is made up.” 

“On what?” said Adrienne, her voice rising. 

Marie Maurecourt looked at her a moment before 
replying. 

“On the kind of girl you are, Mademoiselle 
Mesurat,” she said dryly. ‘The proof is abundant.” 

At these words Adrienne lost all control of her- 
self. She forgot the prudence which urged her not to 
burn all bridges between herself and Maurecourt, 
and made no attempt to restrain her anger. 

“Explain yourself,” she cried in a trembling 
voice. “I demand that you explain yourself.” 

Without other reply, Marie Maurecourt opened a 
black bag which she was holding between her hands, 
took out a letter and held it up. 

“Did you write this?” she asked. 

“Certainly, mademoiselle. It is the letter I sent 
you after lunch.” 

“Perfect! And this?” 

She threw an envelope upon the girl’s lap. Adri- 
enne took it and drew out the card which she had 
written to Maurecourt. A cry broke from her. 

“That's an answer there’s no mistaking!” said 
Marie Maurecourt, closing her hand-bag. 
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Adrienne got up and put her hand to her throat. 

“That card was not addressed to you,” she said at 
last, in a strangely altered voice. 

“T am happy to let you know at once that it never 
got to the person for whom it was intended,” an- 
swered Marie Maurecourt. As she spoke she was 
following every movement of the girl with a con- 
temptuous smile. 

“You stole it,” cried Adrienne. “That is an in- 
famous action, mademoiselle.” 

Marie Maurecourt did not give way an inch. 

“And what name do you give to yours?” she re- 
torted. “Do you often write these declarations of 
love? The Legras woman should be able to give 
you some points, mademoiselle. Your friendship for 
one another no longer surprises me.” 

Adrienne rapped the floor with her foot. 

“Leave the house!” she cried. 

“Not without telling you that if I ever find one 
other letter of this sort in my letter box, I denounce 
your conduct to the public. I will insert a letter in 
the Monitewr de Seine-et-Oise. We shall see then 
what honest people think of girls like you.” 

She jumped up and strode toward the door, her 
head and neck thrown back. Shrugging her shoul- 
ders, she covered the girl with a final look of con- 
tempt, and was gone. 

Adrienne pressed her fingers on her lips to stifle 
the cry of rage which mounted in her throat, and let 
herself fall back upon the sofa. Her hands were 
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trembling; she kept striking her knees with her 
clenched fists. 

“I’m going to see him,” she said after a few 
moments, in a voice which seemed to die away in her 
larynx. ‘God knows what that woman has told 
him!” 

She drew her handkerchief from her bosom and 
wiped her mouth. 

“Come, come!” she said, getting to her feet. “I’m 
not going to let myself be discouraged by a venomous 
old maid. There’d be no sense in that.” 

Her corsets were binding her waist and the whale- 
bones of her collar digging into her neck under the 
chin. She opened her bodice a little and breathed 
more easily. 

“No,” she repeated, resuming her walk, “no sense 
in that.” 

She sat down suddenly at the desk, took up a pen 
and began to write. 


‘Monsieur : 
“J do not know what they are saying 
about me , 


The sentence displeased her. She tore up the sheet 
of paper and began again. 


“Monsieur : 
“It is absolutely necessary that I should 
see you...” 
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But this start seemed no better than the first. She 
tore up the second sheet, put her elbows on the desk, 
and laid her forehead upon her open hands. 

“What am I to do? My God! What am I to 
do?” she said out loud, in a voice that was exasper- 
ated and weary at the same time. 

She felt that, unless she pulled herself together 
immediately, she was going to collapse. She took a 
third sheet and dashed off the following letter: 


“Monsieur : 

“TI want to see you. I should have asked 
your help long ago, for it is your help I 
need. If anyone has spoken to you of me, 
don’t believe a word they tell you. I am 
terribly unhappy, I simply cannot go on 
suffering. Your duty is to help me, to 
come here and speak to me, alone. . . .” 


Then she stopped. 

“T can’t send this letter,” she said to herself. Sud- 
denly she cried out with a final air: “Well, and what 
if I do send it! Nothing can happen to me worse 
than what I have suffered to-day. Besides, I am 
sure he will understand.” 

She added the very words: “I am sure you will 
understand,” and signed her name. 

When she had addressed the envelope, she fastened 
her bodice, put on her hat, and went out. What she 
had now resolved to do was to put this letter in the 
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doctor’s hands, return home, and wait. In her pres- 
ent state of mind the plan seemed simplicity itself. 
After weeks of hesitation and uncertainty, she sud- 
denly saw everything clear. It was her reward, she 
told herself, for all she had suffered up to now. She 
was amazed at not having thought of this natural 
solution before. 

“Still, perhaps it would have been better to say it 
was for a consultation,” she was thinking as she went 
up the street, adding immediately: 

**So much the worse. I can’t begin this letter all 
over again.” 

She feared her access of energy might not last. 
She well knew that she could never demand another 
such effort of herself, and that, if she did not profit 
by the strength that had served her to write her 
letter, the game was over for good and all. Of 
course she should have spoken to the doctor long 
ago! What difficulties she might have spared her- 
self! She had let the precise moment to act slip 
from her. Now, by virtue of some mysterious haz- 
ard, the moment had returned—she felt it—she was 
sure of it! This was her ultimate chance. Her hap- 
piness—her life, perhaps—depended on how she 
spent the next three or four hours. This supersti- 
tious idea came to her like the sudden revelation of a 
mystery. She quickened her pace and reached the 
angle of the little house, the very spot where she had 
been standing just now, when Marie Maurecourt 
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opened the door. Adrienne took up her place with 
her back against the wall. 

How long would she have to wait? How did she 
even know he would go out this afternoon? She 
asked herself these questions and got no answer. She 
felt herself, at one and the same time, determined and 
indifferent. She kept her eye on the cobblestones at 
her feet, and something, a sort of dejection, came 
into her face as she waited. All the color had fled 
from her cheeks and even her lips were white. Her 
shoulders hurt her and she stooped her back as 
though a burden were laid on it. Nearly ten minutes 
passed before she lifted her head. 

The noise of a carriage on the state highway made 
her jump. She straightened her shoulders and 
looked around her. Silence fell again after a 
moment. It was too hot to go out; everyone was at 
home. She imagined her neighbors lolling tranquilly 
in their armchairs. ‘To-morrow, vacations would be- 
gin. People from Paris would come to rest at La 
Tour l’Evéque; there would be tenants for the villas 
to right and left of the Villa des Charmes. A cruel 
conviction of the solitude her unhappiness was creat- 
ing around her came to Adrienne. In all that quar- 
ter—in all the town, perhaps, she was the only one 
who was suffering. Everywhere else men and women 
were eating, working, and sleeping, free of care. 
Their little troubles hardly existed. As for her— 
could she eat, sleep, be at peace half an hour at a 
time? 


THE CLOSED GARDEN 819 


She had a spasm of resentment against this man 
who would not come, almost as if she had made an 
appointment to meet him and he was late. There 
was a moment when she was ready to detest him. 
Who else was responsible for all she was being made 
to suffer? How humiliating to think that her happi- 
ness and peace of mind were at the mercy of a man 
whom she had only once seen pass on the road. 

And then, suddenly, she had the distinct impres- 
sion that he was standing before her and that she saw 
him. His black eyes were looking into hers with 
a mixture of affection and curiosity. All she had 
been thinking of went out of her head. She under- 
stood that she was quite powerless, that reasoning 
would only make the wound sharper, and that noth- 
ing could alter the fact that she was a woman in love. 

By sheer force of listening, she ended by imagining 
that she could hear footsteps on the garden path, 
coming toward the door. Her heart began to thump 
furiously. Suppose it was Marie Maurecourt and 
that she came face to face with her in the street? 
What should she do? “And if it is he?” she thought. 
Her pulse pounded in her ears. She clasped her 
hands and murmured: “No, no!” between her set 
teeth. Her strength was odzing away, she clenched 
her hands tight as though to prevent its escaping. 
Suddenly she left the footway and crossed the street. 

“It’s of no use,” she said, rapidly, under her 
breath. “I couldn’t speak to him—I couldn’t!” 
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As she felt the letter rustle in her bosom, tears 
rolled down her cheeks. 

She felt she lacked courage to go home, to hear the 
gate close behind her. She walked up the street 
for a while, her throat aching as though a hand were 
clutching it, unable to make up her mind. Between 
her tears she could see a cloud sailing slowly across 
the sky, and the telegraph wires upon which the 
birds, overcome with the heat, were resting. She 
walked to and fro. A sob broke from her suddenly, 
and she was as much surprised to hear it as though 
the brief harsh sound had come from some passer-by. 

“Tt’s too much,” she said to herself. “I shall go 
mad. I can’t suffer this way any longer.” 

In her anguish she let her head fall until her chin 
touched her breast, and twisted her hands continually. 
Nothing of what she had suffered till now was to be 
compared to the horrible moments she had been liy- 
ing through in the past quarter of an hour. It 
seemed to her that she had never known what it was 
to weep until this hour, that all her panics, her dis- 
appointments, even her despair of yesterday were 
imaginary things. Now she found herself before 
a frightful reality—now she was touching the ulti- 
mate depth of unhappiness. She would have liked 
to bend toward the earth—to shrivel up to nothing- 
ness. ‘The idea of death crossed her mind, and made 
no impression on it. She remembered her terror 
when she believed she had caught her sister’s malady. 
Her flesh no longer crept at the thought. She 
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felt quite indifferent before a prospect that had 
filled her with horror the day before yesterday. 

“Perhaps that’s the way it will end,” she said to 
herself. 

Raising her eyes, she discovered that she had been 
passing backward and forward before the gate of 
Villa Louise. The scene with Mme. Legras came 
back to her, but in a confused fashion. Everything 
that had happened to her before Marie Maurecourt’s 
visit seemed far off. Even that visit did not seem to 
mean anything any longer. She had a strange im- 
pression that she was drunk. Her knees were wab- 
bling. She tugged at the bell, and without even 
waiting for some one to answer it, turned the handle 
and entered the garden. Hardly had she taken four 
steps along the path when she pitched forward and 
fell at full length on the border of a lawn. 
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Chapter Four 


move! Henriette is bringing you a cordial, 
and you’re going to see if you can’t stay absolutely 
still for an hour.” 

Adrienne, who had raised herself on one elbow, lay 
back. She was stretched out on a chaise-longue in 
her neighbor’s bedroom, and gazed around her with- 
out any air of knowing where she was. At last her 
eyes rested upon Mme. Legras, who was standing by 
her side, in a mauve dressing-gown, and watching her 
attentively. 

“How long have I been here?” asked Adrienne, 
after a moment. 

Mme. Legras consulted a little hanging clock on 
the wall. 

“Twenty minutes. Do you feel any better?” 

Adrienne made no reply. 

“Don’t speak if it tires you,” said Mme. Legras, 
sitting down beside her. “Just tell me when you 
want anything.” 

There was a knock at the door. Mme. Legras 
opened it and came over to the couch with a small 
glass half full of some liquid. 

“Drink this,” she said, putting her hand under 
Adrienne’s neck to raise her head. 
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“ 0,” sap Mme. Legras, authoritatively, “‘don’t 
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“Thank you,” murmured Adrienne when she had 
swallowed the draught. 

“My poor child!” said Mme. Legras, sitting down 
again. “We found you lying on the grass plot. 
We had to bathe your temples and flick your cheeks 
for five minutes. Are you better now?” 

Adrienne nodded. 

“A seizure lik. that isn’t natural,’ Mme. Legras 
went on. “And I thought you were so strong. But 
the doctor will soon be here.” 

Silence fell between the two. Adrienne fixed her 
eyes on her nurse’s. 

“The doctor?” she repeated, in a toneless voice. 

“Surely. I sent to fetch him at once.” 

Adrienne made an effort to raise her head and 
body. 

“IT don’t want to see him,” she said, with unex- 
pected vigor. “I can’t see him.” 

“My dear, be quiet,” said Mme. Legras, in an 
imploring voice. ‘You shall see him when you want 
to. Now lie down again.” 

The young girl reached for her friend’s hands. 

“What doctor is it?” she asked. 

“My poor child! you know very well. There’s only 
one here. The doctor opposite, to be sure.” 

A cry broke from Adrienne, and she let her head 
fall on the hands she was holding. 

“My God!” cried Mme. Legras. “She frightens 
me. What is the matter now? Adrienne!” 

She got up and tried to pull her hands away. 
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“Don’t leave me,” pleaded the girl, throwing back 
her head. “TI’ll tell you everything.” 

“Everything—what?” 

“Sit down,” Adrienne went on. “I beg of you, sit 
down! I can’t speak when you’re standing up. You 
must listen to me, madame. Oh, help me!” 

“Of course I will help you, poor child! Haven’t 
I always told you to confide in me? Goon! See-— 
I’m sitting down, I’m listening to you.” 

Adrienne hid her face in her hands. 

“T can’t see that man,” she said. “Not to-day, 
in any case,” she added, hastily. 

“Not see the doctor? But he won’t eat you. 
What are you afraid of?” 

“You don’t understand,” said the girl, in a 
strangled voice. “I have suffered so terribly.” 

“Come, come!” said Mme. Legras, taking one of 
her hands. “Be sensible. You are alarming your- 
self over nothing. Didn’t you tell me you suffered 
from headaches?” 

“Tt isn’t that. You ought to understand. I have 
seen this man several times. I know him.” 

She looked at Mme. Legras, who seemed to be 
turning all this over in her mind. Adrienne noted 
her purple eyelids, lengthened artificially with a touch 
of grease paint. “It’s to a woman like this I’m talk- 
ing!” she said to herself. “What do I care?” Her 
timidity vanished suddenly and she was on the point 
of saying, “I love him,” when Mme. Legras, her face 
lit by a sudden thought, cried: 
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“You’re not going to tell me you’re smitten with 
Doctor Maurecourt.” 

And, as Adrienne assented with a mute sign of her 
head, she went on, making no attempt to conceal her 
surprise: 

“My dear child, the thing’s impossible! A man 
of his age! Why, he’s forty-five, if he’s a day!” 

“I can’t help that,” cried Adrienne, breaking out 
into a fit of sobbing. 

“Oh, my child!” said Mme. Legras. “You’re 
dreaming. Just think—he has a son of thirteen, 
a little boy who came a day or two ago to spend 
his holidays at La Tour l’Evéque.” 

Adrienne uttered a cry. 

*“Maurecourt is married?” 

“Married? No. His wife has been dead five years. 
But that does not alter the fact that he might be 
your father. And then, mon Dieu! age is a thing you 
can get over. But just look at him—thin, wizened, 
very delicate, they say. And with all that, not a sow. 
My poor dear, you don’t call that a match.” 

“T can’t help all that,” said Adrienne, drying her 
eyes. “I don’t love him because he’s a good match,” 
she went on, her voice broken with her sobs. “I love 
him just as he is.” 

Mme. Legras took a more decided air. 

“Come,” said she, “I refuse to encourage a mere 
crazy whim that will bring you nowhere. You must 
get over it. You are young, pretty, and not badly 
off. Eh? You mustn’t spoil it all. It would be a 
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shame. Just think what you have to offer. Good 
Lord, think of your own happiness! It’s sheer lu- 
nacy to take a fancy to a man like that. I simply 
refuse to consider such a thing seriously.” 

She began to explain why Dr. Maurecourt ap- 
peared to her absolutely impossible from the matri- 
monial standpoint. But before the stubborn face 
of her young friend, who was quite evidently not lis- 
tening to a word she said, she lost patience. 

“We're a pair of fools,” she said. “Both of us. 
Do you imagine he’s thinking of such things as love 
or marriage? It’s easy to see you don’t know the 
man. He thinks of nothing but his patients.” 

“What do you mean?” asked the girl. 

“Why, that he’s not a man hke other men. My 
poor child, I know well enough one can’t always 
choose. But you couldn’t do worse. You should 
have spoken to mé first. I would have told you 
everything.” 

“But what—what?” 

“All sorts of things. He’s a man who goes to 
mass. every morning, as pious as an old market 
woman. He is shut up all day with his sick people, 
at some hospital here or some clinie there. Three 
times a week he goes to the hospital at Dreux, to give 
free advice. Besides, he has all sorts of theories on 
how to treat disease; he does nothing like anyone 
else. Can’t you see the type?” 

“What are you trying to tell me?” said Adrienne 
again, 
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She had become so pale that Mme. Legras was 
frightened and tried to calm her. 

“My dear Adrienne, I am only telling you all this 
for your good. You know I’m not a friend of this 
Maurecourt of yours. After all, I presume he has 
a heart like other men, though to judge from appear- 
ances—well a 

“If you don’t know him, why do you speak so?” 
cried the girl. “Why should he not love me?” 

She got up from the sofa suddenly and fell on her 
knees before Mme. Legras, who rose quickly to her 
feet. 

“Madame!” cried the girl, quite beside herself. 

The words stuck in her throat; she repeated 
“Madame” in such an agonized voice that Léontine 
Legras for a moment believed she was on the point of 
death. 

“My child,” she said, taking the girl’s hands, 
“you can’t go on like this. . . . My God! what is 
the matter with her!” 

“Help me, madame!” Adrienne went on crying be- 
tween her sobs. 

“Help you? But how? Come—get up! We'll 
find some way out. Have a little courage! I know 
what it is to be in trouble. Do you think you’re 
the only one in the world?” 

She made Adrienne get up and sit down by her 
side on the lounge. She herself was shaking with 
emotion, and there was a note almost of anger in her 
voice as she said to the girl: 
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“How you give way! You're not a little girl any 
longer.” 

“Tt’s not my fault,” protested Adrienne. “I can’t 
stand any more. I'll be out of my mind if I go on 
living this way. There’s no one I can speak to. I 
have to do everything myself, all day, and all night, 
too.” 

“Why don’t you speak to him?” 

“T couldn’t.” 

“Write him, then.” 

“It’s no use. His sister goes through all his mail 
before she gives it to him. She knows my writing. 
Look—I did write to him.” Adrienne, as she spoke, 
pulled the letter from her bosom. “I meant to give 
him this myself—and then I couldn’t.” 

“And I suppose I have to give it to him instead. 
I thought we should come to that at last. You don’t 
stick at trifles, do you? Don’t you understand I 
can’t. mix myself up in an affair like this? And 
then, I don’t know the man. You can’t make me 
your go-between. That would look awful. Get to 
know him, introduce me, then I’ll see what I can 
do.” 

“Tt’s out of the question. I’ve quarreled with his 
sister.” 

Mme. Legras lifted her hands to heaven. 

“The whole thing’s wrong from beginning to end,” 
she said. ‘“Here—give me the letter! I’m pretty 
near the end of my patience. Give it to me, I say!” 

She snatched the letter from Adrienne’s hand. 
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“Don’t read it,” pleaded Adrienne. 

Mme. Legras contented herself with a con- 
temptuous look. 

“Listen to me,” said she, finally. “This man is 
coming here. I'll see him first in the room down- 
stairs. I’ll tell him this letter fell out of your bodice 
as we were unlacing you. He’ll read it. You can 
be certain of this—he won’t see you immediately aft- 
erward. When he has heard what’s the matter with 
you, he’ll wait till you are calmer—unless he’s an 
idiot. He’ll answer you, you'll show me his letter, 
and we'll see what can be done. But no more foolish- 
ness—do you understand me?” 


More than half an hour passed before the doctor 
came. Mme. Legras used the interval to put on a 
skirt and bodice of white linen. She left the room 
after telling Adrienne to stay quiet and to pretend to 
be asleep if by any chance the doctor insisted on 
seeing her at once. Before she had even reached the 
bottom of the staircase she had contrived to open the 
letter intrusted to her and to read its contents. She 
shrugged her shoulders and resealed the envelope 
carefully. 

When Mme. Legras entered the parlor, the doc- 
tor was standing in the center of the room. She 
could not help making a mental note that she had 
been quite right about his age and that his face 
showed every one of his forty-five years. He was 
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taller than she—about Adrienne’s height, in fact, 
but so thin that he looked taller even than the young 
girl. His hair was still black. It had not receded 
from his forehead and temples, and accentuated the 
pallor of his complexion. He had no color at all ex- 
cept on the cheekbones. He had his sister’s eyes but 
without their perpetual restlessness; on the contrary, 
he rested his eyes on people and things with a sort 
of deliberate mildness and was slow to take them off. 
His eyebrows, black and well-arched, helped to give 
him a certain southern air, noticeable with Marie 
Maurecourt as well. His nose was straight and 
fine, with well-opened nostrils. On his thin lips 
and indeterminate mouth a sort of half-smile rested, 
which never entirely left them and which seemed to be 
the expression of a limitlessly charitable heart. He 
had a trick of putting his hand to his chin. He was 
dressed in black, with a waistcoat which, though very 
carefully darned and pressed and spotlessly white, 
showed its age plainly. 

‘How do you do, Doctor!” said Mme. Legras, wav- 
ing her hand toward a chair. 

“Madame,” said the doctor, without making any 
move to sit down, “I presume the case is urgent. At 
least that is what I was given to understand?” 

“Tt is certainly urgent,” said Mme. Legras with a 
consequential air. “But please take a seat, if you 
don’t mind.” 

The two sat down. Mme. Legras crossed her feet 
and hands and began, in a solemn voice. 
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“It concerns Mademoiselle Mesurat, Doctor. She 
was coming to see me to-day about two o’clock, when 
she fell in a faint on the lawn. “My maid and I had 
to put a wet handkerchief on her head and to flick 
her cheeks ? 

“How long did the fainting fit last?” 

“Four or five minutes. As I was undoing Made- 
moiselle Mesurat’s dress a letter fell out. Here it is, 
Doctor. Your name and address are on it.” 

The doctor opened and read the letter. Mme. Le- 
gras coughed slightly meantime and looked at the 
tips of her shoes. After a few moments she raised 
her eyes and regarded the doctor stealthily. He was 
frowning deeply. 

“He’s taking his time,” said the woman to herself. 
“T wonder is he learning it by heart?” 

“Madame,” said Maurecourt abruptly, as he folded 
the letter, “will you permit me one or two questions?” 

Mme. Legras coughed again. 

“Why certainly, Doctor,” said she. 

“Do you know if it is the first time Mademoiselle 
Mesurat has been taken ill this way?” 

“The first time at my house. Elsewhere, I cannot 
say. She has never spoken of her health and I pre- 
sumed it was good.” 

“Was she any better when you left her?” 

“You mean just now? She had fallen asleep.” 

“Has she vomited?” 

“No.” 


“Any temperature?” 


992 THE CLOSED GARDEN 


“None at all.” 

“T’ll come to see her to-morrow,” said the doctor, 
rising as he spoke. ‘“‘Will you tell her so when she 
wakes?” 

He hesitated a little. 

“Madame,” said he, “there is one question which 
I should be wrong not to ask, for it has certainly a 
great deal to do with Mademoiselle Mesurat’s con- 
dition.” 

“T am ready to answer you, Doctor,” said Mme. 
Legras, assuming a gravity befitting the occasion. 

“Do you know Mademoiselle Mesurat—I mean, 
know her well?” 

“T see her every day.” 

“Has she seemed at peace—contented, lately?” 

Mme. Legras had kept her hands together. She 
unclasped them now and inspected them as though 
she were expecting to find an answer written on their 
palms. 

“TI have noticed she seemed nervous and despond- 
ent.” 

“Do you know if her appetite is good?” 

“T fancy not. She has been growing thinner.” 

With a rather dramatic accent, she added: 

“She has been coughing for some days.” 

The doctor bowed his head and seemed to be in 
thought. 

“Do you think she felt her father’s death very 
keenly?” 
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Mme. Legras heaved a profound sigh, then raised 
one shoulder and one eyebrow. 

“Obviously. But there must be something besides 
that.” 

The doctor took up his hat. 

“Madame,” said he, “I thank you. If you can 
prevail on her to spend the night here I think it would 
be as well. Often a slight change in daily habits 
has a good effect in nervous cases.” 

Mme. Legras reflected a few moments. 

“I understand,” she said. “I will see she spends 
the night with me.” 
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Chapter Feve 


N THE middle of the night Adrienne awoke. The 
] moon was shining right into the small parlor 
where her neighbor had put her, and she realized at 
once that she was not at her own house. She got up 
from the couch on which her bed had been made, put 
on a pair of slippers, and went over to the window, 
which had been left half open. The air was close and 
a cloudless sky promised another hot day for the 
morrow. 

It seemed to Adrienne that her life now had become 
one of those strange existences of which a sleeper is 
conscious during a dream. She recalled the conver- 
sation she had had with Mme. Legras before going 
to bed, and how stubbornly she had resisted all at- 
tempts to discourage her, to change her heart, and 
to make her understand what the woman meant by 
amore suitable match! ‘A match!” the girl repeated 
under her breath, with a mixture of anger and weari- 
ness, “a match! What do I care about such things? 
Is it my fault if I love this man? I did not choose 
him.” 

She sat down on the window ledge and rested her 
arm on the bar. The street was all white in the moon- 
light, with deep black shadows at the base of the 
walls. A profound silence reigned—one of those 
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silences in little provincial towns at midnight (and at 
midday too), which wring the heart—as though 
everyone had been smitten with sudden death. She 
raised her eyes and, on the other side of the street, 
at the bottom of a narrow garden, saw a small house. 
Six graceless steps rose to a door whose upper portion 
was composed of a complicated pattern in forged 
iron. How well Adrienne knew it! How many 
times, as a little girl, had she not thrust her finger 
between its scrolls! There was something afflicting 
in this simple recollection. “Why am I here?” she 
asked herself. She lifted her eyes to the windows— 
twelve of them, cut in the harsh stone, tall and narrow 
like the house itself, with meager cornices and shut- 
ters pierced by lozenge-shaped holes. 

Then the oval skylight; then the roof, almost ver- 
tical, with raw red unweathered tiles. These petty 
details absorbed Adrienne’s whole attention. She 
had seen them a thousand times, but, at this hour and 
viewed from this place, they seemed to assume a char- 
acter which she had never noticed in them before. 
It was as though a species of hallucination had hold 
of her mind. By sheer dint of staring at Villa des 
Charmes from here, she almost came to believe that 
she had never set foot inside it—that she had never 
even noted the existence of the cheaply-built, com- 
monplace little house till now. And this impression 
did not preclude the disgust often felt for something 
we know only too well, and from which we suddenly 
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turn with horror, after having borne the sight of it 
for years and years. 

“I am dreaming,” she said to herself. “I ought 
not to stay this way.” 

But a sort of apathy kept her riveted to her place 
and she sat motionless, her cheek in her hand and her 
elbow on the window bar. And, just as she could not 
bring herself to get up and move away, so she was 
quite incapable of exercising control over her 
thoughts. All manner of memories came back to her 
that she did not even make an effort to repel. In- 
coherent ideas swarmed in her head at their will. 
She had the strange feeling that she was in a hitherto 
unknown world, that her will was ravished from her, 
that she was forced to remain absolutely passive. It 
was no longer a question of being sad or frightened. 
Absolute indifference to everything had taken the 
place of the despair which had cast her to the earth 
a few hours before. 

She felt herself, all of a sudden, a long, long way 
off from everything that constituted her daily exis- 
tence. As she looked at Villa des Charmes, unable 
to realize that she had spent her whole life within its 
walls, she was amazed at the sensibility that had made 
her suffer so keenly, and hardly recognized herself 
in the recollection of her woes. Something carried 
her out of and beyond herself; she had an uncanny 
consciousness of the weight of her flesh; her head, her 
hand, her arms—it was as though her whole body 
formed one mass which she herself was not strong 


THE CLOSED GARDEN 337 


enough to set in motion. It seemed to her that her 
real self was gradually escaping from this solid lump 
and beginning to hover just above it. And, little by 
little, as a delightful lightness and giddiness seized 
on her senses, an indescribable calm descended into 
her heart. The villa, the trees, swung slowly to and 
fro before her eyes. The whole earth was rocking 
her to sleep. 

But, even as she closed her eyes, she realized the 
spell was breaking. Life came slowly back to her 
—life as she knew it, life at the mercy of memory. 
She saw herself at the side of the road, her arms full 
of a big posy of field flowers. “That was where every- 
thing began!” she said under her breath. 

And then, just as she was yielding herself up to 
her memories, she felt something that resembled a 
shock. It was as though she had been on the point 
of falling forward and checked herself, or rather 
was checked by some unknown force which dragged 
her back and brought her to her senses. There was 
a mist before her eyes, a noise rang in her ears which 
made her shudder. She heard the gate of Villa des 
Charmes clang open. There was a moment of silence. 
Then another sound assailed her ears which made 
her long to shriek aloud. Bitterly against her will 
she resolved it into all its elements. First a dull 
heavy thud, repeated at frequent and irregular in- 
tervals. A shuffling of feet followed, hesitant at 
first, then quicker and stronger; last, a murmur 
that grew and grew, a murmur of words exchanged 
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in low, guarded tones. Dazed with terror, she was 
listening to the sand and little stones crunching under 
the wheels that turned so slowly, so slowly! Could 
this be she, walking near them? They were black— 
the wheels. ‘The sandy road was almost white in 
the morning sunlight; she could see it between 
them at her feet. That was all she could see. She 
was not choosing to lift her eyes. A sole thought, 
enormously important, possessed her mind. “Every- 
one is looking at me. I mustn’t walk too fast. I 
mustn’t get any nearer to those wheels. I must keep 
to this pace—the same pace as the horses. Every- 
one is looking at me.” Drowned in stupor, stifling 
under her crépe veil, she was following her father’s 
funeral! 


Her strength came back to her suddenly and she 
got up. “What’s the matter with me?” she said, 
aloud, in a hoarse voice. “If I think of these things, 
Dll go mad.” 

She ran to the little table beside her couch, and lit 
a night-lamp that was on it. It was not yet two 
o’clock. Her heart beat so violently that she pressed 
her fist on her bosom to slow down the pulse that was 
shaking her body. She sat down on the couch. 
“Why can’t I sleep like anyone else?” she asked her-— 
self. “Is it possible I am never going to have an- 
other peaceful day, another peaceful night?” 

Her hair was tumbled about her face; she put the 
strands back and looked around her. All this un- 


THE CLOSED GARDEN 8339 


familiar furniture seemed strange to her under the 
dim light of the oil lamp. There was too much of it, 
and because it had been leased to all sorts of people, 
it no longer had the air of being anyone’s property 
in particular. “Why can’t I go to bed and sleep in 
my own house?” she asked herself again. ‘“What’s 
the matter with me?” The question seemed to plumb 
the very depth of her despair, and she repeated it 
aloud almost impatiently: “What is the matter with 
me?” 

She felt a cold draught on her bare feet and shiv- 
ered. The idea of blowing out the lamp, of stretch- 
ing herself on the couch again, was unthinkable. She 
was afraid in the dark. Too many terrible things 
were crouching near her, ready to leap upon her the 
moment the light was out; too many memories were 
awaiting a signal to invade her mind; there were 
too many scruples, too many regrets, too many phan- 
toms against which she must go on fighting. 

She looked at the lamp. It was burning under a 
shade of pleated and frilled muslin, whose frivolous 
aspect, at such an hour of night, was almost sinister. 
A cloud of tiny flies, awakened by the light, were cir- 
cling over the chimney and dropping one after an- 
other as the flame licked their fragile wings. Around 
the base of the lamp were ranged a number of queerly 
shaped shells and nicknacks in mother-of-pearl. 
Adrienne looked at the collection with a curiosity 
mingled with disgust. Do what she would, her imag- 
ination insisted on showing her the short, plump 
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fingers of Mme. Legras, opening the little boxes or 
playing with the paper-cutters. 

Little by little she began to get a clear idea of 
everything that had happened within the last forty- 
eight hours. She had quarreled with Léontine 
Legras, she had insulted her; then she had made 
friends with her again and now here she was sitting 
up in her drawing-room. She knew quite well what 
the Maurecourts thought of her friend—“the Legras 
woman,” as Marie Maurecourt had called her. Be- 
tween the two she had to make a choice—and what 
was she todo? She was staying with Mme. Legras, 
who had become her intermediary with the doctor. 
She was making a confidante of her, to the knowl- 
edge of the Maurecourts, hence to the knowledge of 
everyone in the town. The thought was maddening. 
Suddenly the idea struck her that her wishes and her 
thoughts were two things quite separate. There was 
something in her which refused to obey the orders her 
reason dictated. It was like some snare in which, 
without suspecting it, she had allowed herself to be 
trapped. Her flesh turned to ice at the thought. 

She hesitated a moment, then leaped to her feet, 
snatched up her clothes, and began to dress hur- 
riedly. Her hands trembled as she pulled on her 
stockings. She could not fasten her bodice nor button 
the top buttons of her high shoes. She put her hair 
in order as best she could, with her fingers. In the 
mirror above the clock on the mantelpiece she could 
see her tousled head, her panic-stricken eyes, haloed 
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with black circles which the perverse lamp light 
exaggerated. A sudden horror had come over her 
at the sight of this disreputable furniture which had 
belonged to so many people in turn. She began to 
run to right and left, looking for her hand-bag, which 
she knew she had had the day before. She saw it 
at last on the floor behind the couch on which she 
had passed so much of the night. When she had 
picked it up she left the room. 

Groping along the wall, she followed a passage as 
far as the door which opened on the garden. ‘The 
key was in the lock. She turned it stealthily, pushed 
the door open, and found herself on the steps. She 
crossed a path on tiptoe, then walked on the lawn, 
the better to muffle her footsteps. She stopped a 
moment when she came to a chestnut tree. It was 
here that she used to sit when she paid her daily 
visit to Mme. Legras and listened to her perfidious 
questions on M. Mesurat’s death. For a moment 
the recollection of the old anguish was almost too 
much for her. She pulled herself together and ran 
as far as the gate. As good luck would have it, 
this was merely latched. 

Now she was in the street. Under the light of the 
full moon the pavement could not have been whiter if 
it had been covered with snow. <A soundless breeze 
was passing, and now and then the trees stirred their 
heads gently as though dreaming. Their restless 
foliage, steeped in the dead light, glistened like so 
much metal. She stopped a moment, through sheer 
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weariness, but did not hesitate. With a rapid step, 
she crossed the street and opened her own garden 
gate. 

She heard it clang to behind her and turned to look 
at it with an expression beyond the power of words 
to render. Her eyes seemed to have grown much 
larger ; she was as white as the stones in the road; her 
lips, open as though she were about to utter a cry, 
were colorless and hard to distinguish from the rest 
of her face. She turned toward the house and has- 
tened up the path, the pebbles crunching under her 
feet. | 

Every movement indicated a firm resolution. She 
walked quickly; nevertheless, as she put her foot on 
the first step that led to the door, a sudden weakness 
descended upon her and she had all the appearance 
of bemg about to fall backward. Instead, she lowered 
her head, gathered up her skirts, ran up the six 
steps, opened the door, and disappeared into the 
house. 

The matches were in the kitchen. Keeping her 
hand to the wall as she went along, she reached the 
bottom of the passage safely. A nameless fear was 
dogging her, only awaiting the moment when, over- 
come by the horror of darkness, she would yield to 
it, and a shrill cry would ring through the de- 
serted house. At the end of the corridor she began 
to run, unable herself to understand how she had ever 
dared enter the house at this dismal hour of the night. 
Now she was in the kitchen, falling against chairs 
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whose places she could not remember, feeling her an- 
guish grow upon her, and sure it would master her 
before she could light the gas. For some seconds, 
half mad with fright, she groped from side to side, 
until her fingers fell upon a box of matches. Her 
hands were trembling so that it was all she could do 
to open it. 

When she had a light at last, she looked around her 
wildly. She took off her hat and sat down at a deal 
table, under the gas, whose burner filled the silence 
with a queer little chirping noise. She stared at the 
rubbed pattern of the oilcloth tablecover, and at the 
circular stains made on it by the bottoms of plates 
and dishes. 

All of a sudden, yielding to some irresistible force, 
she fell forward, her head on her arms, and hid her 
face. 

More than a quarter of an hour passed before she 
could make up her mind to go upstairs to her room. 
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Chapter Six 


HE was standing in the middle of the parlor, a 
duster in her hand, looking gloomily at the fur- 
niture which a habit that was almost a nervous reac- 
tion drove her to polish day by day. As ~had 
been the case the previous night, she felt herself at 
certain moments invaded by a comprehensive indiffer- 
ence as to what the day was reserving for her. It 
seemed that her heart was so numbed by suffering 
that it had grown incapable of feeling. Her terrors, 
her agitation of the night before, appeared to her ab- 
surd this morning. She was quite calm, but with 
an ominous calm which was only the result of disgust. 
While she wiped the mantelpiece she looked at her- 
self in the mirror. Her skin had a bad color. Be- 
tween her eyebrows was a line which she had noticed 
for some time was getting deeper—a fine vertical 
wrinkle that might have been etched by a finger nail. 
She was asking herself how she could banish it, or, 
at any rate, prevent its getting any more marked, 
when suddenly the vanity of her concern came home 
to her. ‘“What’s the use?” she asked herself. “What 
difference would it make?” 

She continued her round of inspection, taking up 
each of the little nicknacks on the tables, passing her 
duster over the back of every chair. 
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“Perhaps he’ll come to-day,” she thought. “Mme. 
Legras said he would.” 

‘Twenty-four hours earlier the thought would have 
enraptured her. Now it left her almost cold. 
Strange! Repeat these words as she would, summon 
to her memory as often as she liked the face of Denis 
Maurecourt—no reason to be excited, to be happy or 
unhappy about it all, appeared to her in her present 
mood. <A bizarre thought occurred to her. Was it 
worth all this trouble? Or was Mme. Legras right, 
after all, and was the doctor in reality unworthy of 
her interest? For a few moments the conviction of 
a deep, bitter and abiding delusion drove everything 
else from her mind. 


Nevertheless, the foresight of Mme. Legras proved 
_ to be justified. Soon after ten o’clock, Denis Maure- 
court entered the parlor. At first the girl did not 
recognize him. The servant had not announced him, 
and he stood before her a moment without a word 
passing between them. She looked at him with a con- 
striction of the heart that could not have been greater 
if her life were on the point of leaving her. Then 
she realized the doctor had come to see her, and a cry 
escaped from her lips. 

“What do you want?” she asked. 

As she said the words she was thinking: “It’s a 
mistake. This isn’t he. He isn’t so tall, He’s much 
paler.” But the conviction that there was no mis- 
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take was stronger, and she believed she was going to 
faint. 

“T thought you were with Mme. Legras,” he said. 
“J went there first to find out how you were. Did 
you have a good night?” 

Adrienne did not answer. She could not withdraw 
her eyes from the doctor’s face. She had imagined 
it altogether different. She felt, at one and the same 
time, a deep humiliation and a confused and tumul- 
tuous joy which prevented her from speaking. 
Without knowing what she did, she stepped back and 
sat down upon the sofa. He hesitated a moment, 
then sat down in turn. 

“Tf I had known that your health was not good I 
should have come sooner,” he said, gently. “You 
should have let me know, mademoiselle. Now— 
would you mind answering a few questions? I must 
know how the trouble began.” 

She nodded. 

“Do you sleep well?” 

She thought a moment, then answered, hoarsely: 

“No.”? 

“How long has this been going on?” 

“T don’t know,” she said, adding, almost imme- 
diately : “I can’t answer these questions.” 

“T ask them because I am trying to help you, 
mademoiselle,” he answered, gently as before. 

She sighed and hung her head. 

“Oh, I know!” she said, as though speaking to 
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herself. Suddenly her emotion became too strong for 
her to resist. Tears rolled down her cheeks. 

He waited a moment before proceeding, then said 
at last: 

“TI understand your difficulties better than you 
think, mademoiselle. It is a very bad thing to live 
as you live—alone and without seeing a soul. You 
should go out—make new friends. Melancholia is a 
very dangerous thing.” 

“T don’t want to go out.” 

He got up and seemed to be thinking. Finally he 
came over and stood in front of his young patient. 

“Don’t you want to be cured?” 

Immediately the thought of her cough occurred to 
her and she was afraid he knew something about it. 

“T am not ill,” she replied, quickly. 

“We are playing with words, mademoiselle. You 
are unhappy. Don’t you feel that is the same thing 
as being sick?” 

She raised her eyes and looked at him. 

“Well,” she said, “what should I do to be ‘cured,’ 
as you say?” 

“Will you let me ask you a question?” 

She bowed her head. 

“Have you any religious habits?” 

Adrienne blushed deeply. She remembered what 
Mme. Legras had told her about the doctor, and was 
afraid to say she believed in nothing, for fear of dis- 
pleasing him. She had a sudden desire to be like 
him—to resemble him in every way. After having 
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waited a few moments for her answer, the doctor 
went on, as though he had not asked the question: 

“You are highly nervous, mademoiselle. You are 
falling, little by little, into a state of despondency 
from which you may never be cured if you do not 
make an immediate effort. You must see more peo- 
ple; above all, trust in others more than you do. 
There are many things in you that have no right to 
be there, and which the sole fact that you brood 
upon them renders acute. You have certain thoughts 
shut up within yourself that have ended by acting on 
you as a poison.” 

Adrienne’s eyes grew wide with fright. 

“What do you mean?” she asked. 

His voice grew more emphatic as he answered. 

“TY mean that you must change your manner of 
living. You will never be happy until you force 
yourself to go out and make acquaintances in the 
town, and find something to occupy your spare hours. 
What do you do here all day?” 

She shrugged her shoulders slightly, but did not 
answer otherwise. After having looked at her for 
a few moments, he sat down before her, on the other 
side of the little table, and began to speak to her as 
though he had changed his mind and decided to adopt 
another method. 

“Please be frank with me, mademoiselle. Remem- 
ber that I have come to help you—I might almost 
say to save you—yes, to save you! Is it not true 
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that since your father’s death you have been much 
unhappier?” 

A shudder ran through Adrienne’s body. 

“I know, mademoiselle,” went on the doctor, “that 
your father was taken from you under particularly 
painful circumstances. It is very natural to give 
way at times under so great a shock. Is it not?” 

The smile had left his face and his eyes were fixed 
on hers. She could not bear them and turned away 
her head. She was trembling so violently that she 
had to grasp the back of the sofa. The horrible 
sensation of being a beast caught in a trap and un- 
able to fly took hold of her again. Little pearls of 
sweat broke out on her scalp and trickled slowly down 
her forehead. Suddenly she heard her own voice 
saying: 

“Yes, very natural.” 

“And yet, mademoiselle,” the voice went on, “were 
you so greatly attached to your father? Were there 
not disagreements between you at times?” 

She looked into Maurecourt’s steady eyes. 

‘Why do you ask me that?” she said, hoarsely. 

“To help you tell me the truth,” he answered, with- 
out moving a muscle of his face. 

Adrienne locked her fingers mechanically under 
the table and held her breath. Her tongue felt dry 
and rough against her palate. 

“Why are you looking at me?” she said. “What 
are you going to do?” 

Her voice was like a smothered cry. She went on, 
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with an indefinable air of docility that made her re- 
semble a child reciting a lesson. 

“Papa fell downstairs.” 

“Was there no light?” asked Maurecourt, almost 
under his breath. 

“No,” she answered, composedly. 

She seemed to collect her thoughts and went on, 
_ speaking like a woman in a dream. 

“Tt was pitch dark. I had shut the door of my 
room where the lamp was. All at once we found our- 
selves together in the dark, on the landing.” 

She stopped. 

“And then—!” said Maurecourt. 

“I pushed him—by his shoulders,” she went on in 
a scarcely audible voice. 

There was a long silence. During the last few 
minutes all her fear had gone. Everything within 
her was literally benumbed. The only impression left 
on her mind was that something wonderful was hap- 
pening to her. She could not see clearly—she imag- 
ined that a heavy black line outlined the head and 
shoulders of the doctor and that the room was grow- 
ing gradually darker. It was just as though she 
were on the point of falling asleep. Yet here she was 
sitting—upright and without movement. 

“Why did you kill your father?” asked Maure- 
court at length. 

A horrible agitation seized on her. The words, ut- 
tered in a harsher and louder tone than before, 
aroused her from the stupor into which she had found 
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herself slipping. A cry broke from her lips. Mak- 
ing a step toward the doctor, she fell on her knees at 
his feet. He did not stir. 

“Who told you that?” she moaned. “It was that 
woman—it was Madame Legras.” 

“T have known it a long time,” the doctor replied. 
“T have known it since the morning I wrote the death 
certificate.” 

She stifled a cry. 

“Are you going to denounce me?” 

“Denounce you! As though you had not been pun- 
ished enough! Come, get up!” 

Rising himself, he bent over her and said, in a 
voice that brooked no refusal: 

“Get up, mademoiselle!” 

The girl obeyed. A nervous tremor still agitated 
her hands and her head, so that she seemed to be ut- 
tering a mute, “No!” Her eyes, rimmed with black, 
were widened by terror. The doctor laid his hand 
lightly on her arm and said, in a calm but decisive 
voice: 

“Now we are going upstairs together to your 
father’s room.” 

She gave a queer twisted smile, made infinitely 
tragic by its contrast with her eyes. 

“Don’t be afraid at all,” he said, deliberately. “I 
tell you again I have come here to help you. You 
are so young! You have a right to happiness. But 
you will never be happy till you have rid your mind 
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of certain ideas. Now all you have to do is to obey 
me. Come!” 

“The door is locked,” she said, casting down her . 
eyes. “I haven’t been inside the room for two 
months.” 

“Where is the key?” 

Adrienne kept silence. He insisted, gently: 

““Mademoiselle, I ask you for the key. Please give 
it to me.” 

As though yielding to a sudden impulse, she went 
to the desk, opened a drawer, and took out a key. 
She handed it to the doctor. 

“Please show me the way, mademoiselle,” said he. 
“Lean on my arm.” 

She hesitated for a moment, then put her arm 
under his. Everything was dancing before her eyes, 
and she had no idea whence the strength came to her 
to put one foot before another or even to hold herself 
upright. Against her bare arm she felt the rough 
serge of the man’s coat, and, looking down, saw her 
white hand on Maurecourt’s black sleeve. Mingled 
with her terror was a sort of frenzied happiness. The 
emotion was so new and strange that she had to bite 
her lips to repress a cry. Tears swam on her lashes. 
At the door of the parlor she let go of the doctor’s 
arm and passed before him. But to mount the stair- 
case she took it again. She leaned on the hand-rail 
so heavily with her free hand that the banisters 
creaked ; she stumbled as she mounted from one stair 
to another. She did not dare look at Maurecourt, 
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nor even try to realize that he was at her side. It 

was enough to hear him breathing and to see, as 

she looked down, his hand and his dust-covered shoes. 

When they were on the landing of the second floor, 
the old anguish assailed her and she stopped, letting 
go the doctor’s arm. He took her hand and pressed it 
in his. 

‘Have you no confidence in me?” he asked her. 

Bowing her head before the steady eyes that were 
bent on her face, she broke into a great fit of sobbing. 
He let go her hand. She heard him turning the key 
in the lock and pushing open the door. 

_ Come!” said he, from the interior of the room. 
Adrienne made an immense effort and followed him. 
For many months she had not been inside her 

father’s bedroom. Even during Mesurat’s lifetime 
she had seldom gone there, and to set her foot inside 
it since his death would have been the last thing to 
occur to her. For a moment she hesitated on the 
threshold. ‘The shutters were closed and she could 
make out nothing. A smell of dust and mildew as- 
sailed her nostrils. She shut her eyes and leaned 
against the door jamb while the doctor was opening 
the window and throwing back the shutters. 

“What is the matter?” he asked, turning round 
toward her. “Sit down.” 

He took her hand again and led her to an arm- 
chair. She sat down and looked around her. ‘The 
pieces of furniture in other parts of the house had 
been seen by her so often that they no longer pro- 
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duced any impression on her mind, and she would 
have been hard put to it to describe any single object 
among them. She did not know whether they were 
handsome or ugly. It was almost as though she were 
not seeing them at all. For her they were the furni- 
ture just as for a wolf or fox the forest is the forest 
without any other conceivable description. But her 
father’s bedroom was far less familiar. She received 
a distinct shock now in looking at the bedstead in 
pitch-pine and the straw-bottomed chairs which he 
had used for years. Ridiculous as it may seem, in 
some indefinable fashion these things looked like Mes- 
urat. It was as though by sheer force of having 
belonged to him so long, they had absorbed some- 
thing of his outward appearance. It was hard to 
imagine any form except his outstretched upon the 
mean, commonplace bed, and it would have seemed 
unnatural had any hand but his, with its salient 
veins, rested upon the back of the chairs. If any 
vestige of him survived on earth, it was here. 

Adrienne shivered. : 

“Why have you brought me up to this room?” she 
asked. 

“To teach you not to fear it any more,” answered 
Maurecourt. “You have kept it shut up for two 
months, and you did very wrong. What makes it 
so terrible to you is the fact that you never enter it. 
Just the same way, within yourself there are secret 


rooms which you dare not enter and whose shutters - 
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you keep closed. On the contrary, you must flood 
them with air and sun. Are you afraid here now— 
with me?” 

She looked at him, with eyes so full of confidence 
that she appeared transfigured. 

“No!” said she under her breath. 

“You see, then. You are cured! Nothing more— 
no terrors, no phantoms! You were forbidding your- 
self to think of your father because you used to be 
afraid of him. Isn’t that true?” 

She put her hand to her forehead as though fear- 
ful of what Maurecourt might be on the point of 
saying. He read the thought in her eyes and went 
on, with ill-concealed impatience: 

“You imagine things which don’t exist. Your 
father is no longer in a world where he can torment 
you. There is nothing in this room—nothing in this 
whole house. Do you believe me?” 

He took her hand. 

“TI believe what you say,” she repeated, simply. 

He continued to speak to her, without letting go 
of her hand and without her understanding a word 
he was saying. The mere physical contact with him 
made her head spin. She began to tremble in every 
limb and felt that she was about to faint. She could 
see her reflection in the doctor’s pupils. She could 
see his lips moving. Suddenly she let herself fall at 
his feet and uttered a piercing cry: 

“Don’t leave me,” she wailed. 
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The tears seemed to spurt from her eyes; she 
turned scarlet and continued incoherently: 

“You don’t know how happy I am now. It is since 
you have been here. I can’t tell you how it feels. If 
you leave me I shall go mad—TI shall die. For 
months and months I have been thinking of you. I 
didn’t know how to tell you. I wrote to you several 
times. It is all since the day I saw you on the state 
road.” 

He bent over and seized her wrists in his hands. 
The blood had mounted to his face and his cheeks 
were flaming. 

“Hush! Be quiet!” he said, brokenly. “You don’t 
know what you are saying.” 

She shook her head vigorously and went on: 

“You shan’t stop my speaking. It is not my fault 
if I love you.” 

“You don’t love me. The thing’s impossible!” 

He let go her hands abruptly and stepped away 
from her, keeping his eyes, however, on her face. She 
got to her feet. 

“Why is it impossible?” she cried. 

“Why, mademoiselle, the thing is out of all reason. 
Think of everything there is against it. First of all, 
my age. Do you know how old I am? Forty-five— 
twenty-seven years older than you. Have you given 
that a thought?” 

She leaned on the back of an armchair. 

“That makes no difference,” she faltered. 

“You think not?” said Maurecourt, in a rising 
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voice. ‘Well, I may seem cruel, but I am going to 
speak to you very plainly. It is in your power to 
be happy—very happy. Don’t you want to be? 
But first of all, you must understand clearly that 
common sense counts for at least half in any lasting 
and worth-while happiness. And the mere fact that 
you have thought of me as—as your husband—isn’t 
that so?—is the least sensible thing it is possible to 
imagine. It is just an idea, a notion that has entered 
your head because you live alone. If you went out, 
if you got to know some of the people in the 
town ? Didn’t your father have any friends at 
La Tour ?Evéque? Try to meet them again. I will 
help you. You'll see. There are eligible young men 
in La Tour l’Evéque.” 

Adrienne raised her eyes. 

“Eligible young men?” she repeated, miserably. 

“Yes, indeed. I can name some.” 

“T don’t want them.” 

“Why?” 

“Because I can love only you.” 

He joined his hands and went on gently. 

“IT am telling you that idea came into your head 
some day when you were alone, some day when you 
were overcome with boredom. You might very well 
have fallen in love with another man. Suppose some 
one else had passed in the carriage instead of me, 
that day you were speaking of just now—suppose 
it had been a young man ” 

“Why do you want me to ‘suppose’ all these 
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things? Even if what you say is true, it changes 
nothing.” 

She had a sudden feeling of resentment against 
this man who was making her so unhappy. 

“J didn’t choose you,” she said. “You are quite 
right. But I can’t go on suffering this way all for 
nothing. It’s impossible. You must love me. Sup- 
pose I am doing wrong in loving you. I can’t help it. 
It’s just so.” 

“Tet us suppose,” said the doctor, after a mo- 
ment’s silence, “that some one told you unpleasant 
facts about me—I mean facts of a nature that would 
repel you. Suppose you heard, for instance 4 

“What? Heard what ?? she asked. ‘What 
are you going to say?” 

He seemed to change his mind suddenly. 

“Understand this,” he said. “I will not admit 
that your happiness depends on me. God is good. 
He would not allow you to become seriously enam- 
oured of a man whom you could not marry.” 

“Why can’t I marry you?” 

He went on, without heeding her question: 

“And for that reason I cannot take this seriously, 
or at least believe in its existence as a genuine sen- 
timent.” 

“Why not?” the girl persisted. “What do you 
want me to do to prove it? Kull myself?” 

“JT want to show to you that you are wrong,” he 
replied, stubbornly, “that you are deceived about 
your own feelings.” 
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She clenched her hands and carried them to her 
breast. 

“T know I am not deceiving myself,” she cried. “I 
know that I am suffering, and I know that I am suf- 
fering because I love you. Why won’t you believe 
me?” 

He looked at her silently and said, at last: 

“T cannot continue this discussion, mademoiselle.” 

“Why? What are you going todo? You're not 
going to leave me?” 

He took her hand and forced her to sit down again. 
She obeyed, tremblingly, and watched him as he took 
a seat in front of her. 

“T am going to tell you something that will drive 
you from me, once and for all, mademoiselle,” he said, 
after a brief silence. 

Her first impulse was to stop him from going on. 
But her desire to hear him speak was stronger. 

‘What is it?” she asked, in a voice hardly above a 
whisper. 

He made an evident effort and continued: 

“Just this. I am a sick man—a very sick man.” 

“Sick?” she repeated as though the word conveyed 
no meaning to her. 

“Yes. That is the reason my sister could not stay 
in Paris where she was a teacher, and came to live 
here. She was too anxious. I am at the mercy of a 
sudden attack.” 

Adrienne had turned ashy pale. 

“Tt isn’t true,” she said, feebly. 
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“Yes, mademoiselle,” he replied, gently. “My days 
are numbered. In two years I shall be in my grave.” 

A terrible cry broke from the girl. She got up, 
but fell back into the armchair immediately. Great 
beads of sweat rolled down her forehead. Maure- 
court kept silence and did not look at her. 

“Tt isn’t true,” she said at last, in a thick voice. 
“You say it just to get rid of me.” 

He shook his head sadly. 

“Well, what do I care?” she cried. “What do I 
care if you are sick? That is no reason for my not 
marrying you. I shall die with you. What will 
death matter to me if you’re not here?” 

She jumped up and made a movement toward him, 
which he checked by getting up and seizing her hands. 

“T should be wrong to leave you under any delu- 
sion,” he said, deliberately and in a tone different 
from any he had used hitherto. “I don’t love you.” 

She did not turn her eyes away nor make any 
movement. But in the doctor’s warm grasp she felt 
her own hands growing colder and colder, and sud- 
denly had the impression that her heart could not go 
on beating any longer and that she was falling into 
an abyss. 

“What am I to do?” she asked. 

The suffering in her breast grew intolerable. She 
had to heave a great sigh before she could catch her 
breath. 

He did not answer at once. She saw tears stealing 
down his cheeks. He grasped her hands so tightly 
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that one would have thought it was he who was trying 
to dissuade her from leaving him. ; 

“It is a great trial,” he murmured. “You must 
fight—not suffer yourself to be overcome.” 

She was not listening. She looked away over her 
shoulder as though he had not been there; there was 
no sensation in her numbed hands. 

After a moment, he was gone. 
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Chapter Seven 


HE was alone now, still in her father’s room. 
S For half an hour she had been sitting in an arm- 
chair, before the half-open door, when she heard a 
voice calling her. She did not get up, but went on 
listening to it as it sounded, first from the parlor, 
then in the hall. The noise of ascending footsteps 
told her that some one was coming upstairs to look 
for her. Every minute the calls began afresh, in a 
different tone, passing from gayety to surprise, and 
from irritation to anxiety. It was Mme. Legras. At 
last she reached the second story and saw Adrienne 
through the open door. 

“For Heaven’s sake!” she exclaimed. “Why 
didn’t you answer me?” 

She stopped as soon as she noticed the girl’s face. 

“He came, didn’t he, Adrienne?” she asked, in 
almost a frightened voice. “What did he say to you, 
my dear?” 

And, as the girl did not appear even to have heard 
her, she came closer, laid her hand upon the arm of 
her chair, and Jeaned over her until their cheeks 
almost touched. , 

“My poor child!” she murmured. “He didn’t de- 
serve you. Cheer up!” 

“Leave me alone!” said the girl. 
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“No,” said Mme. Legras, kindly but firmly. “I 
will not leave you. You are going to tell me every- 
thing ; that will relieve your heart.” _ 

Adrienne turned her eyes abruptly upon her neigh- 
bor. ‘The words Mme. Legras had just uttered 
brought back to her mind what Maurecourt had said 
at the very beginning of their conversation. It was 
as though her misery renewed itself suddenly and 
appeared to her with a changed face. Till now she 
had been buried in a sort of stupor, but at the sound 
of this voice which seemed to be a parody of the doc- 
tor’s, she roused herself and regained her senses. 
Shaking with sobs, she let herself fall into the stout 
lady’s arms. Her tears were choking her; she felt the 
smart of them on her eyelids and cheeks. She 
clutched at the shoulders under her hands; she 
seemed to be struggling to say something, but her 
words changed to meaningless cries. Whiffs of per- 
fume came to her nostrils—that odor of mignonette 
which she knew so well and which brought back so 
many memories of the past few months. She heard 
the voice of her friend murmuring all manner of 
comforting phrases as she pressed her against her 
ample bosom. 

After a few minutes she drew back and made an 
effort to get up. 

“Come,” said Mme. Legras in a rather puzzled 
voice, “stay as you are awhile. What a state you 
are in!” 3 
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Adrienne fell back in the armchair and pressed 
her hands on her eyes. 

“What’s going to become of me?” she asked 
through her tears. 

Mme. Legras drew a chair forward and sat down 
in front of her. 

“My dear little child,” she began, “you must lis- 
ten to reason.” 

“T can’t,” moaned Adrienne. 

“We shall see about that,” said Mme. Legras, very 
suavely. “I’ve been through all this, and I assure 
you that time cures everything.” 

Adrienne shrugged her shoulders and hunted 
under her belt for her handkerchief. 

“T don’t want to be cured,” she said in a rough 
voice, 

“What an idea! My poor friend, everyone suf- 
fers, and sooner or later everyone gets over it. Do 
you imagine you’re the only one? Think of all the 
people there are in the world x 

“No,” said Adrienne, mopping her eyes. ‘No 
one My 

She writhed round in her seat, put her clenched 
hands upon the back of the armchair, and pressed 
her forehead upon them. 

“Oh! Oh! Oh! *? she repeated over and over 
again. 

Mme. Legras got up. 

“Do have some courage, my child,” she said in an 
imploring voice. ‘Perhaps there is still hope.” 
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“He told me he did not love me.” 

“Did he say that? Are you sure you heard him 
say that?” 

At the words, Adrienne rose and came toward her 
friend. 

“Perhaps I misunderstood him,” she said, a change 
coming over her ravaged face. “Do you think so?” 

“Tt wouldn’t surprise me at all,” said Mme. Legras, 
after a moment’s hesitation. 

She put her arms around Adrienne and led her to 
the bed, on which the two sat down. 

“My dear girl,” said Mme. Legras after relieving 
her feelings with a sigh, “calm yourself and look at 
things sensibly. You are such a child! You don’t 
know that often between the things a man says and 
what he thinks I mean, this man may have 
some reason for speaking to you as he did to-day. It 
may mean nothing at all. You are young, and rich 
into the bargain. The devil is in it if matters can’t 
be arranged. Come, dear girl! Get up! You are 
coming home with me, or, if you like, we will take 
a little walk in the town.” 

She put her arm round Adrienne’s shoulders. 
The girl turned a face to her that was streaming with 
tears. 

“You think that—you think that—things can be 
arranged?” she asked, in a choked voice. 

“Yes, I do,” said Mme. Legras, decisively. “But 
you must be brave. The first thing is not to lose your 
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wits. Ah! as if I didn’t know it! Try to think of 
something else. . . . Was this your sister’s room?” 

The two got up as she spoke. 

“No,” said Adrienne, mechanically. “It was 
papa’s.” 

She had taken her neighbor’s arm and clung to it 
tightly. 

*“Your— Oh yes! Wouldn’t you rather come 
downstairs, dear? We can sit in your own room. I 
will make you a cordial.” 

*“You’re not going!” exclaimed Adrienne. 

“No, no!” 

They walked slowly out of the room, Mme. Legras 
pressing the arm of her young friend against her 
side and fondling her hand. 

“Tell me,” said she as they began to descend the 
staircase. “I hear you made a little journey while 
I was away. You must tell me about it when you’re 
feeling better. Why didn’t you think of sending 
me a postal card? Sometimes I think I’m no longer 
your friend. And, by the way, there’s a little favor I 
want to ask of you, dear Adrienne. I hate to speak 
about it a day like this, but I can’t help it. There 
was a bill in my mail this morning from a shop in 
Paris. And, as I happen to be a little short for the 
moment and can’t take a journey for a matter of 
twelve hundred francs—I thought of you, dear.” 

“Of me?” repeated Adrienne, not understanding. 

“Why, yes, my dear. Of course, at Paris. I could 
find a dozen people to advance me a little sum like 
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this. Not my husband, no! He is having too much 
trouble just now with his customers and their ac- 
counts. But friends, friends like yourself, Adrienne. 
Besides, it is only for a few days. I am expecting 
a little remittance of two or three thousand francs at 
any moment. I am really very sorry, dear child, but 
if you could possibly oblige me—” 

“All my money is at the lawyer’s,” said Adrienne. 
“T have only what is sent me the first of each month.” 

“But you have your savings, my dear. Oh, I 
wouldn’t advise you to touch them if it was for any- 
thing else. But you can feel quite safe about this.” 

There was a certain impatience on her voice, which 
she was not altogether successful in concealing. 
Adrienne dried her eyes and blew her nose. 

“I know—” she began. She stopped and added, 
“T’ll see.” 

She took Mme. Legras into her room and opened 
the wardrobe with the big looking-glass in its door. 

“Just fancy,” went on Mme. Legras while 
Adrienne was groping for her olive-wood box. “It’s 
from my furrier. The mere thought of anyone hav- 
ing to pay a bill for furs on the fourteenth of July!” 

Then she was silent. Adrienne had found her box 
and was opening it with the little key she carried 
attached to her watch chain. 

“There you are,” she said with a rather glum air. 

“Ah!” exclaimed Mme. Legras. 

She plunged her fingers into the box and drew 
out the rolls of gold coin. At this moment Adrienne 
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remembered what her father had said about her loan 
to Germaine: “You'll never see it again. It’s so 
much off your marriage dowry.” She uttered a cry 
and made a move toward her box. But Mme. Legras 
was quicker than she and held it out of her reach. 

“My God! how you startled me!” she cried. 
“What’s got hold of you?” 

“T can’t lend you that money,” said Adrienne, 
hoarsely. “Give it back to me!” 

“T tell you it’s quite safe,” said Mme. Legras, 
getting up with the box under her arm. 

“T need it at once, madame.” 

“Why?” 

Adrienne turned scarlet. 

“T can’t tell you. But I must have it.” 

“Really!” said Mme. Legras, her face darkening. 
“Do you know that what you’re doing is not very 
amiable? After having promised me the money— 
after putting it into my hands—” 

“Tl explain to you,” said Adrienne who was be- 
ginning to lose her head. 

“I’m listening, Adrienne.” 

“Tf ever I marry,” began Adrienne in a mournful 
voice— 

She stopped and clasped her hands. <A sigh rose 
in her breast. 

“You’re not going to get married this week, are 
your” said Mme. Legras, putting down the box on a 
chair close beside her. 


THE CLOSED GARDEN 369 


“Do you think I’ll ever marry?” asked the girl 
after a moment. 

“My dear child!” began Mme. Legras, in the tone 
of one who wants to restore a rational turn to a con- 
versation. “We seem to be speaking of two differ- 
ent things. I ask you to lend me some money—you 
give it to me—that is, you lend it tome. Then you 
want to take it back on the pretext that you need it 
to get married with. Let me tell you, people don’t 
marry as quickly as that. You will have the money 
back in the course of a week. Besides, this whole 
thing is so absurd. I’m wondering which of us is in 
her right senses.” 

She took up the box again and began to undo the 
rolls. 

“Tet us count the money,” she said. 

Without a word, Adrienne looked at the short, 
pointed fingers as they freed the gold coins deftly 
from their paper wrapping with the aid of a finger 
nail. Mme. Legras verified the contents of each roll. 

“Five thousand two hundred francs,” said she. 
“My! how rich we are! I take twelve hundred francs, 
my dear. Would you like a receipt? No? Of course 
not. As I tell you, it is only a matter of two days, 
three at most. If you knew what a service you are 
rendering me! I shall never forget it, you may be 
sure of that.” 

As she was speaking, she slipped six of the rolls 
into her hand-bag, looking at the girl meantime out 
of the corner of her eyes. 
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“You'll see, Adrienne. Perhaps some day you 
may need something of me and then—hein?” 

As the girl still failed to answer her, Mme. Legras 
put the box on the chair beside her hand-bag, and 
assumed a grave expression. 

*‘Adrienne!” she said. 

The girl seemed to be falling little by little into a 
species of catalepsy. Her eyes were wide open, but 
the fixed pupils apparently saw nothing that was 
before them. 

Mme. Legras stroked her forehead just above the 
eyebrows with an anxious look on her own face. 

“Come!” said she in a low voice. “What is it now?” 

With an exasperated gesture she seized the young 
girl’s hand. 

“Don’t you hear what I say, Adrienne? Adrienne? 
Ah, bah!” 

She took her hand-bag, looked again at her young 
friend and seemed to be doing some hard thinking. 

“Supposing,” she said suddenly, “that, instead of 
twelve hundred francs, I borrowed fifteen hundred?” 

Seizing the olive-wood box, she held it toward 
the girl, her hand shaking slightly with excitement. 
But Adrienne did not seem to see this gesture any 
more than the others. Mme. Legras was puzzled. 

“T never saw anything like this!” she muttered. 

She waited,a few seconds. Placing the box on the 
table, she opened it again, her eyes still on Adrienne’s 
face. 


“Well, then,” she went on, “I add three hundred 
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francs to the fifteen hundred you have so kindly lent 
me. See, I put them in my bag.” 

She made good her words as she spoke. Then she 
waited, motionless, and in deep thought. 

“She frightens me!” she said, half aloud. “She 
seems to be looking at me, yet when I speak to her—” 

She remained gazing at the girl with a mixture of 
fright and disgust on her face. 

“What prevents her seeing me?” she said under 
her breath. “She isn’t sick, is she? I don’t believe 
she hears me.” 

She called in a louder voice: “Adrienne!” But 
there was no answer. 

With a sudden gesture, she put her hands in the 
olive-wood box, seized the gold pieces which were left, 
and slipped them into her bag. Her eyes glistened. 
She set down the empty box noiselessly on the table, 
went nearer her young friend, and stood at her side. 
For a few seconds her eyes had been resting upon 
the gold chain which passed from around Adrienne’s 
neck to the timepiece in her belt. She put her hand 
lightly upon the girl’s shoulder. Adrienne did not 
seem to feel its contact. Then, with a rapid and si- 
multaneous motion of both hands, she passed the 
golden loop over the girl’s head and pulled the watch 
from its resting place. The whole thing took place so 
swiftly and adroitly that anyone watching her would 
have thought she was assisting at one of those con- 
juring tricks which make the eyes of an audience 
start from their heads. In one brief second the watch 
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and chain had joined the golden coins at the bottom 
of the hand-bag. 

“Oh, well,” muttered Mme. Legras, as she straight- 
ened her back, “you owed me that much!” 

She darted a piercing glance around her and took 
a few paces about the room, her lips parted, her 
breath coming and going a little more quickly than 
usual. ‘Then she turned to the door and was gone 
without another word or sign. 
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Chapter Eight 


af ADEMOISELLE !” 

The cook was calling from the hallway. 
Adrienne started at the sound, but did not answer 
till she heard Désirée beginning to climb the stair- 
case. 

“What is it?” she asked, hoarsely. 

“Ts mademoiselle there?” said Désirée as she came 
into the room. Her keen, inquisitive eyes displeased 
the young girl, who remembered how they had rested 
upon the émpty lamp the morning of Mesurat’s 
death. Désirée was a woman whom the heat of her 
stove seemed to have shriveled like a twig. It was 
hard to imagine that any blood at all ran under the 
dry, tightly-stretched skin, which clung to the bones 
and seemed to have taken its color from them. She 
had a long straight nose with pinched nostrils, inso- 
lent brown eyes, and a habit of drawing her head in 
between her shoulders as she spoke which helped to 
increase her general air of suspicion. 

“I thought mademoiselle had gone out,” she con- 
tinued. “I could not hear her walking in the parlor. 
I thought that probably she had gone to say good-by 
to Madame Legras.” 


“Madame Legras?” 
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“Yes, mademoiselle. Did you not know that she 
had gone?” 

Adrienne shook her head. 

“Well, it’s a long story,” said Désirée with the 
utmost surprise in her face. ‘Mademoiselle does not 
know, then, that Madame Legras has slapped 
the face of the landlord of Villa Louise? Did she say 
nothing about it to mademoiselle? It’s not a thing 
to be proud of, that is true. Well, it’s all over, any- 
way. She has left the villa behind her for good. Did 
mademoiselle not hear the sound of the carriage just 
now?” 

“No, Désirée,” said Adrienne, getting up. She 
was breathing unevenly as she rose to her feet. 

“Mademoiselle never sees a soul,” went on Dé- 
sirée; “that is how you hear so little, mademoiselle. 
Well, then, Madame Legras was shown the door. 
Yes! Why, it was becoming a scandal! That 
woman, showing herself everywhere, powdered and 
rouged! And insolent, too. You can be sure if they 
had known the kind of woman she was they would — 
never have let her have the villa. At last the owner 
begins to get a little worried over what he hears and 
sends her a letter. Widow Got told me this, the aunt 
of the drapery woman, but then everyone knew about 
it. Well, then, Madame Legras goes to see the 
owner and starts her nonsense with him. It appears 
the lease was in the name of her friend, but she had 
quarreled with him, and he and the landlord were 
working together to get her away. She had been to 
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Paris to try and straighten matters out. And then 
she wanted money, a whole lot of money, and at once. 
She came to me to borrow this very morning. From 
me! Mademoiselle can imagine what I said to 
her. . . . Mademoiselle, are you ill?” asked Désirée, 
suddenly, seeing that Adrienne had closed her eyes 
and was leaning on the table. 

“Tt’s nothing, Désirée,” said Adrienne. “What — 
time is it?” 

“T,uncheon is ready, mademoiselle.” 

Adrienne put her hand to her forehead, stumbled 
toward the armchair, and sat down again. Désirée’s 
eyes harassed her; she felt that they were following 
her and studying her every movement. 

“T’ll be down in a minute,” she said, turning away 
her eyes. 

“Ah, good!” said Désirée. “By the way, I forgot to 
tell mademoiselle that some one came in to see her 
about an hour ago—a lady. I thought mademoiselle 
was out.” 

“Who was it, Désirée?” 

Désirée jerked a shoulder toward the street. 

“The doctor’s sister.” 

She lingered on the word “doctor” with marked 
contempt in her voice. 

“Mademoiselle Maurecourt!” exclaimed Adrienne. 

“I thought she’d never go away,” said Désirée, 
adding, in the thin acrid voice which never seemed to 
speak except to prepare the way for another ques- 
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tion. “There you have folks that monsieur your 
father never cared for!” 

But Adrienne had not caught these last words. 
She jumped up and took a step toward the servant. 

“Désirée,” she said after a moment’s hesitation, “I 
am going to be in all day. If this lady comes, let 
me know at once. Do you understand? It’s very im- 
portant.” 

She seemed to have got back all her strength and 
spoke with an animation she did not attempt to 
conceal. 

‘Are you sure she said she would be back?” 

“Mademoiselle can be quite easy in her mind. But 
does mademoiselle want to see this woman so much? 
Of course, it is none of my business, but I believe no 
one could be worse than that. woman. I don’t care 
how much she goes to church. You should see her on 
Sunday, fighting her way up the aisle to the altar 
rails. But then mademoiselle never goes to mass.” 

Adrienne would have liked Désirée to take herself 
off, but could not resist a desire to listen. 

“I must say this,” the maid went on, tossing her 
head, “mademoiselle is not very curious. She knows 
nothing, and that is her own affair. But, really, that 
Mademoiselle Maurecourt just now! She made me 
so angry I very nearly told her something she 
wouldn’t like to hear. With that air of hers sf 

“What air?” asked Adrienne, mechanically. 

“She’s stuck up,” said Désirée in a spiteful voice. 
“And then no one must come near that brother of 
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hers. She’s jealous. As if anyone would want him, 
the poor doctor! You’d think them husband and 
wife, except that her spying doesn’t seem to amuse 
him much.” 

Adrienne turned pale. 

“TDNésirée!” she exclaimed, “what are you saying?” 

“Mademoiselle,” said Désirée, shruggmg her 
shoulders, pityingly, “you live in a dream. You 
imagine that others do, too. My God! mademoiselle, 
don’t you understand that when one has secrets like 
yours a woman like Madame Legras is not the person 
to tell them to!” 

“Secrets !?? gasped Adrienne. 

She felt her legs giving way under her and sat 
down again upon the bed. 

“Ah yes, mademoiselle,” said Désirée. “Ah, made- 
moiselle is fortunate to have a woman like me in the 
house! I can always say that things aren’t true.” 

She stopped, fully expecting that Adrienne would 
demand an explanation of her words. But as the girl 
kept silence, she went on more boldly: 

“Mademoiselle knows quite well what I mean. I 
say it is a blessing for her that I am cook here and 
that my tongue is well enough hung to give back as 
good as I get to the gossips in this town.” 

“The gossips, Désirée?” repeated Adrienne. 

“Ah, yes, mademoiselle, the gossips in the mar- 
ket. Mademoiselle does not seem to understand. Oh, 
there will be plenty of chances to talk about it again, 
have no fear of that. In any case, I am going to 
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give mademoiselle a piece of good advice. This is the 
time I can say I have a right to her gratitude. Made- 
moiselle, don’t leave the house just for the present. 
That is the thing to mind now. Afterward we’ll see. 
There are queer stories in the air about mademoi- 
selle.” 

Adrienne uttered a shrill cry and jumped to her 
feet. 

“My God! Désirée, hold your tongue. I will give 
youmoney. Do you understand?” 

‘“Yes—oh yes, mademoiselle!” said Désirée, delib- 
erately. 

Adrienne took hold of the servant’s arm. She was 
trembling so violently that she could hardly articu- 
late. 

“Désirée,” she said, “I can count on you, can’t I? 
I will give you money, a hundred francs, two hun- 
dred. What is it they are saying about me, Dé- 
sirée?” 

“What are they saying? Why, everyone is saying 
that monsieur—that your father ¥ 

“No, no!” interrupted Adrienne, losing her head 
completely. “If they were really saying so, the doc- 
tor would have told me - 

Désirée burst out laughing. 

“Him!” she cried. “Don’t you know he’s simpler 
even than you? He sees all the world in a fog. He 
imagines everyone is as good as good bread. Ah, you 
have a funny kind of lover, mademoiselle! I don’t — 
want to offend mademoiselle. But the drapery 
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woman tells some funny stories. She says she got 
them from Madame Legras. Did you tell that 
woman everything, mademoiselle? As for the story 
about your father, even if you did not say a word”— 
she crossed her arms and a terrible look came upon 
her sordid face “ if you didn’t say one word, it 
would start out of the ground of itself.” 

“No, no!” cried Adrienne, carrying her knuckles 
to her mouth. With a convulsive movement she flung 
herself at the servant’s knees and caught at her skirt 
with trembling fingers. “I will give you everything 
I have, Désirée,” she moaned. “Have pity on me, 
Désirée! You know all this isn’t true! My God! 
My God!” 

She dragged herself along the floor to the bed and, 
hiding her face in the counterpane, clutched her head 
in her hands. A sort of smothered howling came 
from her larynx. 


Certain hours seem impossible to live through. 
There should be some way of leaping over them, of 
blotting them out at need, and of rejoining normal 
life farther on. Why suffer all these tortures? They 
make no one any better—they bring no solution for 
present difficulties. Barren, barren hours—that 
serve only to harden the heart! 

So thought Adrienne as she lay upon the bed. She 
had drawn the curtains at her window and was striv- 
ing, not to sleep, but to rest quietly. Invariably her 
thoughts flew to the future, in a conscious and de- 


390 THE CLOSED GARDEN 


spairing effort to escape from reflecting upon the 
events of the morning. “Perhaps everything will 
come right,” she kept saying to herself, with a stub- 
bornness that was quite as much cowardice as cour- 
age. And the comforting suggestion seemed the 
more probable to her, the less reason there was to 
believe it seriously. She listened to every sound that 
reached her from the house and street. Of course 
Marie Maurecourt would come. She would push 
open the gate, she would come upstairs and she would 
enter the room, bringing news—surely bringing some 
news—or why should she have insisted on seeing 
Adrienne? 

To this visit the girl looked now for everything, 
for a sudden deliverance from all her miseries,-for a 
miracle! She could see nothing else. She would not 
even think of the morrow. One thing counted—the | 
visit from Marie Maurecourt. Amid the hell of her 
anxiety she experienced moments of unreasoning 
—of delirious joy, at the thought that this woman 
could bring her happiness. How? She didn’t know. 
She did not even reflect upon what she knew already 
of Marie Maurecourt’s character. She was ready to 
confide her happiness blindly to jher, because she 
knew no one else whom she could ask to help her. 
Everything else had ceased to exist. There was 
nothing left in the entire world save first the foot- 
step of this little woman, which she would hear pres- 
ently upon the garden path, and then the few min- 
utes she would pass in her presence. 
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From habit she put her hand every now and then 
to her belt to pull out her watch, and in her trouble 
of mind failed to be surprised when she could not 
find it. She continued, all the same, to grope round 
her belt, and to fumble at her neck, seeking the long 
chain which she was so used to finding under her 
fingers. 

At the end of a quarter of an hour she got up, 
almost beside herself with impatience. As she passed 
in front of the mirror she could not help stealing 
a glance at her reflection. Her swollen eyelids gave 
her the air of some one who had slept badly. Her 
face was deadly pale. 

“My God!” she moaned. “She must come!” 

She went to the door and laid her ear to the crack. 
She had not left her room since Désirée had come to 
speak to her; she had not lunched. It was probably 
* about three o’clock. She listened, her head on one 
side, then, with a mechanical gesture, turned the key 
in the lock. For nothing in the world would she 
have gone downstairs. The mere thought of seeing 
the bonne again made her blood run cold, and she 
put every ounce of mental strength that was left her 
into keeping it out of her mind. If only she could 
see Marie Maurecourt! . . . The idea became an ob- 
‘session. She had so many things to explain to her. 
Everything she had not been able to explain to her 
brother, everything that would have convinced her 
brother. With Marie Maurecourt she need feel no 
false pride. Besides, it was her last chance. She 
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knew it. She had a presentiment on the subject she 
did not dream of questioning. She would speak to 
this woman as she had never spoken to a living soul 
in her life, freely—fearlessly. She would say: “Yes, 
I do want to marry your brother. I am young. I 
am rich—well-off, anyhow. Where can he find any- 
one better? Would you call me ugly?” 

She turned to the glass again and repeated the 
last words under her breath. The gloom of the dark- 
ened room did not suit her. She went to the window 
and flung the curtains aside. Then she looked at 
herself in the mirror again. The light fell full on 
her face. Of course she was pale, terribly so! But 
her eye passed to her shoulders, so soft and full that 
the bodice revealed every gracious curve, to her 
rounded arms, which she stretched out slowly and 
then let fall beside her hips. 

“Perhaps I am not as handsome as I think,” she 


' said to herself. 


She tried to recall how many people had told her 
she was beautiful. There was Mme. Legras. Oh yes 
—over and over again! But then Mme. Legras was 
after her money. Her father, once—yes, her father! 
And the young workman who had followed her at 
Dreux! But then, if Denis Maurecourt had liked her 
looks, wouldn’t he have fallen in love with her from 
the first? 

“I’m sure he’s hiding what he really thinks,” she 
muttered. She remembered something Mme. Legras 
had said about this hesitancy in men. And then, 
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she continued aloud, “I love him—I love him too 
much for him not to love me in return.” 

She began an interminable argument on the sub- 
ject, and suddenly, her nerves on edge from all this 
endless waiting, went to the window and fell on her 
knees before the sill. 

“Why doesn’t she come? Oh, why doesn’t she 
come?” she said, striking the sill with her fist. 

Abruptly, the impression had entered her mind 
that everything was beginning afresh, just as if noth- 
ing had happened yesterday or even this morning, 
and that it would be a good thing to think up some 
new arguments to make the doctor understand she 
loved him. But then, again, was it not really within 
herself alone that this recommencement was taking 
place, because within herself nothing existed but her . 
love, while around her life was going on, faster and 
faster, passing from one thing to another? People 
were speaking, acting, all manner of events were un- 
folding, while she remained still as a statue. She 
closed her eyes and carried her hands to her ears. 
She heard the buzzing that she hated so, and that 
seemed to come from somewhere at the back of her 
head, begin afresh. No! She was the same as ever, 
with the same suffering to endure. People told her, 
“T don’t love you.” And nothing was changed at all! 

At that moment she saw Marie Maurecourt cross- 
ing the street and coming toward Villa des Charmes. 
She leaped to her feet and hid herself behind the 
wall. Her heart thumped in her chest. Yet when 
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she went downstairs it was with a sudden intuition 
that nothing was to be hoped for from this visit. 


Just after she had sat down in the parlor, Marie 
Maurecourt entered the room precipitately. She 
had on the same clothes, which seemed to belong to 
some one much stouter, and which hung limply on her 
meager body. Her narrow-rimmed black straw hat 
was decorated with a bunch of grapes of the same 
sable hue. Although it was a very hot day she wore 
a blue serge jacket, with long basques, over her 
blouse. In her hand she was carrying the bag from 
which she had drawn out Adrienne’s letters on her 
former visit. Perhaps she had not expected to find 
the girl in the parlor, for she started at seeing her, 
and turned a little red. 

“T tried to see you this morning,” she said, without 
any pretense at a greeting. “I could not. Doubtless 
you had given orders to that effect. In any case, 
what I have to say to you won’t take long, and I 
intend you shall hear it.” 

Her voice was harsh and broken by mental suffer- 
ing. A sort of palsy shook her head and made the 
vine leaves of black taffeta quiver on her hat. She 
looked fixedly at the girl, who had risen and was 
leaning on the back of an armchair. 

“Do you know what you are doing?” she asked, 
and appeared to wait for an answer. In the silence 
her breathing was loud and awkward, almost a 
wheeze. 
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“You are killing my brother,” she said at last. 
Adrienne shuddered and her mouth fell open. 
*Me!?? she said, in amazement. 

“Yes, you—you!” repeated Marie Maurecourt, 
moving nearer to her. “Don’t you understand all the 
harm you’re doing? My brother is a very delicate 
man.” 

Tears of anger and emotion began to veil her voice, 
but she mastered herself and went on quickly, as 
though afraid of bursting into sobs before she arrived 
at the end of what she had to say: 

“Extremely delicate. His life has been nothing 
but a long succession of illnesses.. He is frail, his 
heart is weak, next to nothing would be sufficient to 
bring on asyncope. I have always taken care of him. 
I am ten years his senior and yet it is he who looks 
the older of us two. If anything were to happen to 
him >? sort of muscular spasm which she could 
not control interrupted her. “T might as well 
gowith him. I have only him in the world. I cannot 
prevent him from wearing himself out, treating all 
manner of people who don’t even pay him. But what 
I will not permit is that women such as you should 
come and torment him with their sham stories.” 

She stopped a moment and looked at Adrienne, 
who neither spoke nor moved. 

“I say ‘women like you,’ ” she went on, furiously, 
her anger getting the better of her grief. “Do you 
know what I have done with your letters? I have 
thrown them into the street. And it will be the same 
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every time you try to write to him. And don’t hope 
to see him again—ever! He came this morning be- 
cause you enticed him with a story that you were ill. 
But we know where we are now. You can offer your 
case to some other doctor. Ask your friend Léontine 
Legras to give you some addresses. She ought to 
have plenty.” 

She stopped to regain breath, and went on: 

‘When I think of it!— He came back this morn- 
ing and I thought he was going to die. He was five 
minutes without being able to utter a word. I have 
never been so afraid for him in all my life. You can 
believe me or not. He lay stretched out on a sofa in 
his office © 

The picture she had evoked seemed to be too much 
for her, and she went on even more harshly: 

“I can tell you this: If anything had happened to 
him I would hold you responsible. There are surely 
laws for criminals of your sort. Finally, I have some 
advice to give you. You’ll do best, in every respect, 
if you get out of this town right away.” 

The sight of Adrienne’s face stopped the torrent 
ef words and she continued more soberly: 

“Come, I’m talking common sense to you. As you 
are not happy here, go and live elsewhere. You have 
means, you have no family ties at La Tour l’Evéque.” 

Adrienne sat down mechanically. Marie Maure- 
court took a seat beside her and continued: 

“Besides, you know as well as I do that your repu- 
tation here is none too good. Your intimacy with 
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Léontine Legras would be quite enough. I am cer- 
tain that what is necessary for you, at bottom, is to 
get married. Well, don’t expect to find a husband at 
La Tour l’Evéque! People here are too much in- 
censed against you. I would like not to believe all 
that is said. I know what the gossip of women like 
Mile. Grand is worth. But what can one do? In 
a place like this lies have as much effect as truth. 
Go away, go away somewhere—no matter where. 
You have been at Dreux. Go back there! It’s a 
much more important place than La Tour l’Evéque.” 

In her eagerness to appear convincing she lowered 
her voice almost to the timbre affected by Mme. 
Legras. The idea of getting rid of Adrienne by 
making her leave the town had come to her unex- 
pectedly. But now it appeared so just—so advan- 
tageous in all respects that it almost made her forget 
her anger. 

“T am certain you will be better off there. I hear 
there is very good society at Dreux, and plenty of it. 
While here—! In this hole! Ah, if only our means 
allowed us to go elsewhere! But you—just think! 
You can sell your villa, go and live at a 

She seemed struck with a new thought. Her fore- 
head clouded. After all, Dreux was fairly near La 
Tour l’Evéque! 

“Why don’t you make up your mind to go to 
Paris?” she asked. “In any case, don’t lose too much 
time. Otherwise one of these mornings you may re- 
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ceive a visit you won’t like. Do you hear me? Do 
you hear what I say, Madmoiselle Mesurat?” 

She put her hand on the girl’s arm and shook her 
slightly. But upon Adrienne’s features lay the same 
stupor as at the moment Mme. Legras left her. No 
emotion of any sort was to be read in her eyes. Marie 
Maurecourt stared at her a moment, then said, in an 
irritated voice: 

“Good! Theatricals, more theatricals, the same as 
a little while ago! But you may as well know that my 
nerves are pretty strong. ‘This sort of thing does 
not make a hit with me, this—this—this hysteria! I 
came here to do you a service.” 

Her anger again got the better of her. 

“Yes, a service. And when I think of the harm 
you have done to me and mine! Ah, mademoiselle, 
it’s lucky for you you have a Christian to deal with. 
You are in danger—danger, do you understand? 
To-morrow some one may come here from the author- 
ities. And then? What do you propose to do? 
Your tricks will have no effect on them.” 

She got up and began to speak in the frantic tone 
of one whose wits have been driven astray by the 
announcement of some calamity. 

“Go away! What are you waiting for? Pack up 
your things this evening! Your lawyer will see to 
everything else.” 

She leaned over Adrienne, took her hand, and 
looked into her eyes. 
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“Why don’t you answer?” she shouted, as though 
to a deaf woman. 

Suddenly she dropped the hand and straightened 
herself. 

“What's happened to her?” she said under her 
breath. 

She waited a moment, undecided what to do. At 
first she had thought Adrienne was mocking her. 
But this impression lasted only an instant. There 
was that in the girl’s eyes which could not be simu- 
lated, a vacant stare—the stare of a person sound 
asleep when some one raises the lids suddenly. The 
blue pupils were looking at nothing—saw nothing, 
perhaps. 

Marie Maurecourt turned abruptly toward the 
door and left the house. 
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Chapter Nine 


ARKNEss was falling. It was one of those beau- 

tiful endings to a summer day of which it is 

difficult to say just when night begins, so limpid do 

the heavens remain, even after sunset. ‘The trees 

had a denser shadow, the birds had ceased to sing, 
but the sky was still blue. 

As was her custom on public holidays, Désirée had 
prepared a cold dinner for her mistress, and had left 
the house till the morrow, to employ her free time 
as she pleased. She had made no effort to see 
Adrienne since the conversation of the morning. 
Doubtless, like nearly everybody else this evening, 
she had betaken herself to the public ball of La Tour 
PEvéque. 

The girl was alone in the parlor. She was seated 
on the sofa, but from time to time rose and took a few 
steps from one end of the room to the other. There 
was no hint of restlessness in her movements. She 
walked slowly, with something absorbed in her whole 
attitude. But her eyes had not changed. They 
were always the same, fixed like the eyes of a doll. 
She seemed to feel the heat, and had undone the fas- 
tenings of her blouse nearest the neck. Sometimes 
she heaved a tired sigh, or stopped before the mirror, 
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loosening the hair above her forehead, and frowning 
with a reflective air. 

She had not dined. Indeed, she had not left the 
parlor once since Marie Maurecourt’s visit. When 
she sat down she gazed around her with all the out- 
ward signs of close absorption, but always with the 
strange look which wandered from object to object 
without seeming to see any single one. It was grow- 
ing darker and darker, but she made no move to light 
the lamp. She would cross her knees, clasp her hands, 
then suddenly, tossing her head, rise and begin her 
aimless walk. 

When it was too dark in the parlor to see anything, 
she sat down on a chair near the window and lifted 
her eyes toward the sky, which seemed to be growing 
more and more unfathomable as it darkened. The 
shrill “peep” of a bird pricked the silence and was 
prolonged for several seconds, like a cry of fear in 
face of the advancing night. All manner of sweet 
scents mounted from the neighboring gardens—those 
heavy odors which flowers exhale in the first freshness 
of twilight. There was not a stir in the air. Nota 
sound reached her from the street or from the neigh- 
boring houses, before several of which the national 
ensign hung limply. A quarter of an hour passed 
slowly. 

Suddenly a muffled report came from the direction 
of the town. Adrienne saw a streak of light climb 
the sky behind the roof of Villa Louise and break 
into a little cluster of stars, like some monster flower. 
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A brilliant light suffused the dark vault for the space 
of a second, and cast its yellow reflection on the girl’s 
face. Adrienne blinked her eyes and strained her 
ears to catch the distant applause which always fol- 
lows pyrotechnic displays. More rockets mounted, 
some that started in a cluster of silver branches; 
others in spirals, growing larger and larger as they 
ascended, like the coils of a released spring. Others 
again soared quite straight and high, and disap- 
peared in a shower of sparks among the stars. The 
final one took the form of a vast tri-colored bouquet. 
and drew forth a great “Ah!” of surprise and pleas- 
ure whose echo came quite clearly to the Villa des 
Charmes. 

Adrienne did not move. She had crossed her hands 
upon her knees and seemed given over to the spec- 
tacle before her eyes. These sudden fissures of light 
had ended by attracting her attention and fixing her 
gaze high up above the roof of Villa Louise. With a 
slight movement of the head she followed the trajec- 
tory of each rocket, and remained with her eyes riv- 
eted upon the spot where it had burst, until another 
rose and traced a fresh design across the darkness. 
After the tri-colored bouquet had detonated she re- 
mained a long time motionless, as though waiting for 
more. 

Presently the opening bars of a military band 
sounded faintly. It was playing a tune that was 
joyous and melancholy by turns, but of which only 
the lively and rapid portions reached Adrienne’s ears. 
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She listened attentively. The piece was quite short 
and evidently intended as a musical hors-d’euvre. 
It was followed almost immediately by a waltz whose 
very first bars were greeted with applause that at 
this distance blended into a murmur of enjoyment. 
The air was a very popular one. All last summer it 
had been played, whistled, and sung until hardly a 
soul was unfamiliar with its languorous and hesitant 
measure. 

Adrienne got up. She had often heard Mme. 
Legras humming the words and tune of this waltz. 
Was she recalling it? No! Not a thought, not a 
feeling of any sort was visible upon her face. She 
turned toward the interior of the room and took a 
few steps, despite the darkness. Suddenly she col- 
lided with a chair and uttered a shrill cry. She re- 
mained a moment without moving, then groped her 
way to the door and left the room and house. 

Her feet seemed to hesitate a little as they de- 
scended the garden steps and she stopped on the 
path, her eyebrows drawn together, as though some- 
thing surprised her—something either in the sky or 
the shape of the trees that she did not recognize. 
With a furtive look around her, she walked straight 
to the gate. It was at this moment that she began to 
talk to herself. It was difficult to understand what 
she was saying, but the detached, indifferent tone of 
her voice contrasted strangely with a certain volu- 
bility in utterance. 

She opened and shut the gate, then, still muttering, 
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crossed the street. By now it was quite dark. But 
she walked rapidly and speedily gained the road to 
the center of the town. In the indeterminate light 
that still reached the earth from the sky, her beauti- 
ful face was of a uniform pallor, with great shadows 
that accentuated the orbits of her eyes and the curve 
of her jaw. An impassive expression hardened her 
features as though they had been chiseled in marble. 
Every human feeling was obliterated from the pale 
forehead and the bloodless lips which moved—moved 
in an incessant monologue. 

“Five hundred francs from the notary at the end 
of the month, then five thousand two hundred francs 
of savings, that will be enough to make up my dowry. 
And then I can always borrow here and there, from 
Mme. Legras or the Maurecourts. The lawyer will 
advance me one or two months. I must have money. 
People can’t get married without money. Papa will 
help me, I’m sure. And if he won’t, ’ll take my 
share, as Germaine did when she went away. I'll 
take what is left of mama’s jewelry. There’s no 
law against that. These jewels belong to me, any- 
how, because papa is dead and it’s my share in the 
estate. Besides, what the devil does a man want of 
such things! Women’s rings and necklaces. Papa 
can’t wear them!” 

She gave a muffled laugh and went on: 

“And then, Germaine may as well know that I 
won’t be spied on. T’ll come in and go out as I choose. 
If they ever try to lock that gate to stop my going 
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out, do you know what I’ll do? I'll have another 
key made, for my own—yes, for my own.” 

She looked around her and said, loudly: 

“My own. And I'll goin Germaine’s room as often 
as I please. First of all, she owes me five hundred 
francs, and till she pays me I’ll take her room. Do 
you hear me?” 

The last words were addressed to an old woman 
who was coming out of a house across the street. 
She hurried away as she saw Adrienne turn toward 
her and begin to gesticulate. 

“Off with you!” cried the madwoman. ‘You’re 
afraid, too, are you! Yes, you may well run! ... 
She may well run,” she added, speaking to her- 
self, when the old woman had disappeared. “They’d 
better not upset me to-day. I’ve had enough of all 
these dirty sluts.” 

Suddenly a torrent of the grossest insults poured 
from her mouth. Over and over again, with terrify- 
ing energy, she repeated dirty words whose meaning 
she had probably never understood, but which re- 
turned to her wretched brain, where everything now 
was swirling in hideous chaos. She waved her arms 
backward and forward and walked quicker than ever. 
Her fury had given place to a sudden gayety, and 
she laughed—a profound and sinister laugh! 

Suddenly she ceased speaking. She had arrived so 
near the place where the ball was going on that the 
notes of the instruments covered the sound of her 
voice. At the end of the street she could see an angle 
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of the square, festooned with little lamps, hung from 
tree to tree. Couples were turning round and round 
together. She looked at them, then took several steps 
toward them. These folk were dancing gravely, with 
clumsy movements. Their whole deportment seemed 
to be governed by an intense desire to make no mis- 
take and to follow the rhythm of the band. Their 
feet, as they moved over the paved square, made a 
sort of cadenced shuffle that was louder than the 
music at times when the orchestra played softly. 
Adrienne knew the tune. It was the same old waltz, 
of which no one seemed ever to tire. Women’s shrill 
voices took up the words. 


“Je ne vous aime pas, 
Ow plutét ce ne c’est que dans wn réve .. .” 


Adrienne listened. She stood in the middle of the 
roadway, her arms pendant at her sides, her head 
hanging a little forward. She seemed now to be pay- 
ing the closest attention to everything she saw or 
heard. The lamps frightened her a little or she 
would have gone nearer. At last the waltz was over. 
The couples separated with laughter and exclama- 
tions of pleasure whose sound made Adrienne step 
back a few paces. In the midst of the general gayety 
a male voice cried: “Vive Falliéres!” 

Adrienne retreated farther still. She imagined 
the people were coming toward her. Suddenly she 
turned around and began to run, seized with a panic 
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fear as unreasoning as her anger just now—as un- 
reasoning as her laughter. She turned into a little 
lane which mounted toward the open country. Her 
heart was beating violently. She muttered some- 
thing in a smothered voice and began to run quicker 
than ever. 

Presently she was on the state highway. The 
noise of the féte still came to her ears. She covered 
them with her hands and went on running. Her feet 
rang upon the hard stony ground. The trees to 
right and left could hardly be seen against the dark 
sky. Between them the stars were twinkling in myr- 
iads. The night was very dark, and all she could 
make out was the strip of road in front of her. 

At the end of a few minutes she moderated her 
pace and tried to recover her breath. A profound 
silence reigned. She had left the little town a long 
way behind. But Adrienne did not stop. She 
walked now with uneven steps, sometimes quickly, 
sometimes so slowly that it seemed as though sheer 
weariness were overcoming her fears and her strength 
together. She was still talking to herself. But her 
tongue had thickened and she no longer articulated a 
single intelligible word. 

At times her fears seemed to grow on her anew. 
Then she gathered all her strength and ran along the 
road for several seconds, as though driven by the 
thrust of a goad. Then her mind wandered into some 
maze or other of thought, and she dragged her feet 
slowly as before. 
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Some peasants walking along the road came across 
her a little later just beyond the last houses of the 
next village. She could furnish neither her name nor 
her address. Her memory was a complete void. 


THE END 


See the following pages for 
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JULIAN GREEN 


6“ i 

T are was once an American boy, intelligent, 
gifted, loving his country and understanding it, an 
American boy who had a great literary talent, a real 
genius for psychology, and who would have made a 
brilliant career, a great deal of money, in the United 
States: Julian Green. Nevertheless, Julian Green is 
a French writer and is going to be one of the greatest 
living French writers. His novels in less than a year 
have made of him the foremost French novelist of 
the younger generation. 
“Tn the evolution of French contemporary literature 
he comes at a proper time, giving it a soberly pas- 
sionate and detached view of life after the sharp 
crisis of the post-war period and its poetic excite- 
ment. He brings back into French prose an in- 
telligent realism which has disappeared since 1870. 
“He is ambiguous, rich, powerful; he is a great 
writer, and he will some day, when he cares and feels 
ready, be a great man.” 


—Bernarp Fay 
in The Saturday Review of Literature. 


“Mr. Julian Green was born in Paris, September 6, 
1900, of American parents. His mother was origi- 
nally from Georgia and his father from Virginia. 
He was brought up entirely like a French youth. 
“During the war he drove an ambulance near Ver- 
dun; then in Italy. In August, 1918, he joined the 
French artillery. 

“In September, 1919, he sailed for America, where 
he remained almost three years. He studied at the 
University of Virginia at Charlottesville; he special- 
ized in Greek, Latin, and English. 

“It was at Charlottesville that Poe studied. 

““T went to America,’ Julian Green told me, ‘with 
all the prejudices of the European. I expected to 
find a race concerned above all with its material 
welfare, practically indifferent to all literature as 
well as painting and music. But the thing for which 
I most reproached Americans was that they were, 
as we say in France, a young race. There was some- 
thing in the superabundance of their health which 
exasperated me, and I hated their good humor. . . . 
“At the core of the American soul is a profound 
sadness, a melancholy of which we haven’t the faint- 
est notion in Europe. A carefree attitude is not 
an American product. Life presents itself for them 
under the aspect of tragedy. The thing that deceives 
one is their physical appearance, their love of sport, 
but that is only superficial. .. .?” 


—Freperic Lerrevre in Les Nowvelles Litteraires. 


AVARICGCE HOUSE 


“Its qualities are those of the best English novels. 
We think above all of Emily Bronté, and particu- 
larly of Wuthering Heights. Certainly the nation- 
ality of Avarice House cannot be questioned; it is 
ours. But it is also without doubt the first time that 
a book is to this extent both French and Foreign. 
Mr. Julian Green does not abandon a conception 
of his art uncommon to our writers—the Anglo- 
Saxon conception, at least that which is reflected in 
a series of famous works ranging from Moll Flanders 
to Jude the Obscure. If one wished to sketch his 
work in bold strokes, one would have to define it as 
an original combination of the novel of adventure 
and the analytical novel.” 


—RoBertT DE Saint JEAN in La Revue Universelle. 


“Here is a book which is a work which counts, a work 
of rare power, which reveals in its author the gifts 
of the true novelist. . . . Let us rejoice that he has 
chosen our language to express sentiments that we 
express rarely and with difficulty. Think how near 
Joseph Conrad came to being a great French novel- 
ast.” 


—Epmonp Jatovx in Les Nouvelles Litteraires. 


“One must praise Mr. Julian Green above all for hav- 
ing dared to tackle a subject of this depth. We 


wonder, and we admire. With a grace very rare 
today, he has given us the novel of a young man which 
is neither a confession nor a sentimental divagation, 
which is simply a story that is told to us, a story 
which takes place apart from the author, in which 
he is engrossed to the same extent as he tries to en- 
gross us. He goes straight to the point, and little 
by little he creates this indefinable thing, so rare in 
any work—atmosphere. One cannot escape it; it 
oppresses. One may desire to reach the end of the 
book quickly in order to escape it, but it prevails.” 


—Rosert Garric in Revue des Jewnes. 


“That a very young man should make his début 
with a work that is violent, excessive, immoderate, is 
an everyday occurrence. But Mr. Green’s work has 
no juvenile excesses. It is not violent; it is forceful. 
The psychology of it is compact, the observation ripe 
and Balzacian, the realism inflexible.” 


—Anprt BELLEssort in the Jowrnal des Debats. 


“We should be much astonished if the young author 
of Avarice House did not establish himself before 
long as one of the best novelists of his generation.” — 


—Le Figaro. 
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